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THE EXILE'S RETURN. 



"I wiU incline mine ear to a parable: I will open my dark saying 
upon the harp."— Psalm xlix. 4. 




ATGHING, and waiting, and oftentimes weeping, 
Ransomed from death, see the wanderers come ! 

Content in its fetters, the world lies sleeping — 
The children of Heaven are journeying home. 

Leaving the city's enthralment behind them, 
'Mid torrent and tempest they onward move ; 

No fowler affiights — ^nor meteors can blind them; 
But homeward they 're bound to the land they love. 

Well ! — say that they toil up the rugged mountain, 
No foe do they fear, nor the storm's rude shock ; 

But drink from the stream of the living fountain. 
And rest in the cleft of the riven Rock. 

Bright in the valley a glory is gleaming. 
The King in His beauty awaiteth them there ; 

Then let the world mock the dreams they are dreaming, 
And scoff at the peace that it cannot share ! 
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THB BXILB's return. 

For peerless their portion beyond the River, 
Arrayed in the robe without rent or stain; 

They enter the joy which is theirs for ever, 
And sing the song of the Lamb that was sUdn. 

Would they build on sand that each wave is wearing, 
And toil for the treasures Death's hand shall seize ? 

Would ye stay their steps, who are homeward bearing 
Trophies far fairer than spoils like these ? 

One look at the Lamb that in love lies bleeding 
Will win thee to live 'neath His sheltering side ; 

Thou 'It turn from the husks where the swine lie feeding. 
For the wine and milk that are ne'er denied. 

Then safe on the Bock, tho' tempests rage round thee. 

Go, pilot the barks that wander astray, 
And tell of the grace and love that hath found thee ; 

Oh ! point them to Jesus, and shew them the way. 



PREFACE. 



" Whosorthr oometh to me, and heareth my sayings, and doeth 
them, I will sbew yon to whom he is like : he is like a man which 
bailt an house, and digged deep, and laid the fonndation on a 
roek: and when the flood arose, the stream beat vehemently 
npon that house, and oould not shake it: for it was founded 
upon a rock. But he that heareth and doeth not, is like a man 
that without a foundation built an house upon the earth ; against 
which the stream did beat ▼eheroently, and immediately it fell; 
and the ruin of that house was great.'*— Luke tI. 47-49. 




Y "Allegory" is a child of many 
prayers; it may be a dumb child 
to such as have not learnt the lan- 
guage of the spiritual life, and who 
do not care for its communications^ 
according to its signs and feeble 
efforts after a clearer speech; it may be a 
sickly one to any who are not of the house- 
hold, and who love not the songs of a home-sick 
minstrel; it will be all foolishness to those who 



PREFACE. 

have no desire to leave the shifting sands of 
false foundations for the Rock of Ages, and 
gaze in faith upon the land that is very far oif. 

The tongue of the dumb shall be loosed, and 
the ear of the deaf shall be unstopped to listen, 
if the Lord command, the sick shall serve, if He 
accept it ; and the young Watchman, in spite of 
the shoals and the false signals, shall reach the 
shore ; for He who holdeth the waves in the 
hollow of His hand shall direct his way, he shall 
not be ashamed, he cannot be lost ; for the Lord, 
who is his strength, is his Deliverer. 

I would observe that Clement is the foster- 
father of the little household of faith ; the 
children are born after the Spirit; therefore, 
while I would shew their leading characteristics 
of spiritual life, and would have it understood 
they are born again (John iii. 3), they are, like 
all God's children, encompassed with infirmities, 
and often weighed down under the evil heart of 
unbelief (the sin which doth so easily beset us), 
from which springs disobedience, unfaithfulness, 
and fear. But sin has not dominion over them ; 
they seek a city whose builder and maker is 

God ; therefore, God is not ashamed to be called 
8 
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their God, for He has prepared for His children 
the heavenly mansions of a Father's house, and 
by His Holy Spirit He is preparing them for its 
enjoyments. 

In Salome, we trace the careful Martha nature, 
that looks for external labours from all sources 
alike, ready to recognize her blessings when 
received, slow to see the hand of a Father alike 
m giving and taking. In Clement, a lingerer in 
Sodom long after the warning given, and loath 
to leave while earthly possessions could fill his 
empty heart; yet, taught thereby to have com- 
passion on the weary and those that are out of 
the way. 

Lilias is intended to shadow forth one whose 
service is confined to a limited sphere, not only 
as a sick one whom Jesus loves, but as one who, 
hedged about by Divine appointment, fills a 
sheltered place in the household, often unrecog- 
nized, even by their own family, and yet whose 
tiny lamp of life and IcTve sheds its beams un- 
consciously on the world's dark waters. 

The dumb child is a faint type of a soul 

gathered in early spiritual life, who bears no 

evident testimony before men. Some cherished 
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friend taught of God may be allowed to touch 
the chords of their being, and reveal some of 
the depths of their hidden life; while many 
may even question the existence of those rich 
treasures concealed beneath the stammering ac- 
cents and strange signs by which £uth and love 
to the Son of God are manifested. Our young 
Watchman, embarked in the "The Good Intent," 
had to learn, by the things he suffered, to keep 
his heart with all diligence, ere he could guard 
and guide others from the dangers of the way, 
or pilot them safely to the harbour of Kefuge; 
teaching us that the simplicity of child-like and 
loving obedience is the best experience by which 
to steer clear of the shoals of folly and super- 
stition. 

The Word of God, in its integrity, is the 
Chart; the Compass is the Holy Spirit's guid- 
ance; and the Silver Trumpet, the breath of 
faith and prayer which rises through the pierced 
hands of the Great High Priest, our risen Jesus, 
and finds help to meet our need. 

My longing desire has been to win the ear of 

the child-pilgrim, while I plead for fellowship with 

those who bear the burden and heat of the day. 
10 
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When I lay on a sick bed, that seemed to 
promise to be one of death, I mourned to lack 
a brief hour's service in the vineyard of my 
gracious Lord whom I had so recently found, 
no longer as the Lovely Stranger, but the All- 
sufficient Friend and Saviour, I wrote my little 
"Allegory," and pleaded in faith that I might 
be spared until I had seen my young Watchman 
homeward bound. 

And so, cradled in prayer, and mourning only 
for the feebleness and imperfect utterance of the 
glorious truths so faintly apprehended, I cast 
this little way-mark of my pilgrimage into the 
hands of Him whose faithfulness I have to this 
day proved, amid the countless experiences of 
His love, and pray Him to use it among the 
broken reeds by which it is His sovereign will 
to work 

London, October , 1862. 
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WoBK in me, Lord, I would labour 

In Thy vineyard for awhile ; 
Thou my feeble faith rewarding 

With the bounty of Thy smile. 

Work in me ! 

Work by me, Lord, for I 'd scatter 

Seed along the way I tread ; 
Help me on the stormy waters 

Fearlessly to oast my bread. 

Work by me ! 

Work for me, Lord, for Thou'st chosen 
Things as rile, and base, and weak ; 

Let Thine Angel go before me. 
Give the word Thou 'dst have me speak. 

Work for me ! 

Work with me. Lord ! for I 'm foolish, 
Strength and might Thou dost not need ; 

Lo ! I cast me on Thy love. Lord, 
Work Thou with Thy broken reed. 

Work with me! 
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THE CITY ON THE SAND. 



Thy voice, Lord, allured me to liasten 

From tempest and storm, 
I haye found me a covert to rest in, 

Safe sheltered from harm ; 
Ceaseless praise unto Thee for Thy mercy 

For ever belongs, 
And the courts of Thine house shall re-echo 

My wilderness songs. 
As the sea-bird, secure in her dwelling. 

Beholds the storm come. 
She cares not, tho' breakers may threaten 

Her rock-girdled home ; 
So ! safe in my haven of refuge, 

I too» Lord, would hide ; 
No shaft of destruction can enter 

Thy love-riven side. 
Then welcome the thorns and the briars — 

They crowned Thee before; 
A balm on the chaplet still lingers 

The Holy One wore ; 
And welcome the cup of mixed sorrow 

He emptied for me ; 
"Welcome Thy fellowship, Jesus, 

While leaning on Thee ! 




CHAPTER I. 

THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

CITY on the sand! It sounds like 
folly to raise even one habitation on 
such a false foundation, yet thousands 
are daily choosing this uncertain tenure 
for all their possessions. To its in- 
habitants, the city of the plain looks 
fair enough ; its palaces and temples, its glitter- 
ing cupolas and lofty towers, shew the labour 
and ingenuity that has been exercised for their 
erection, and the wealth lavished in their adorn- 
ment. In one of these cities, called Ebal, dwelt 
a merchant who had large estates there; some 
he inherited from his family, much he had 
accumulated by hard toil; he added field to 
field, and called the land after his own name, 

Clement He was known as the merchant- 
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THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

prince ; he had countless ships on the sea, 
freighted with ivory, and spices, and gold dust, 
from foreign shores ; he had store-houses filled 
with bales of cotton, and silks of rare value, 
and these he retained only to barter to advantage 
in the market. 

Men spoke well of him, they praised him for 
his industry and his success. He had wealth 
enough and to spare, but he worked unceasingly, 
as if he were the poorest porter in the sti-eets; 
and though he was clothed in costly apparel, 
and fared sumptuously every day, yet his nights 
were sleepless from dread of losing any of his 
dear-bought treasures, and his days full of 
anxious care lest any opportunity of increasing 
them should be lost. He had nothing to spare 
for the poor, no sympathy for the sorrowful ; and 
if at times he scattered his gold in seeming pro- 
fusion, it waa rather for what it might yet 
possibly retiu'n to him, than with any real 
desire to benefit others. No one called him a 
covetous man ; and he could point to buildings, 
with his name inscribed thereon, as proof of his 
liberal spirit. 

His companions were like himself, spending 



THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

their days in gathering together riches, or 

passing their time in revellings and snch like; 

they were idolaters, even as he was, bowing 

down to gold and silver, or idols of wood and 

stone, or whatever else they fancied to set up in 

their temples to worship. 

The ancestors of these people were under the 

rule of a wise and good King; they revolted 

from Him, broke His laws, and spurned His 

authority; they were carried captives by their 

Sovereign's enemy — ^the Prince of Gehenna; but 

though they were unfaithful to their King, He 

was not unmindful of His people, and a way was 

opened to them by which they might obtain 

pardon for their rebellion; a rich ransom was 

paid for them, and opportunity given them to 

return to their lawful Sovereign; pardon was 

proclaimed to all who would take advantage of 

the means of deliverance, and an inheritance 

was given to them of which their enemy could 

never deprive them. You would think every 

one of these poor captives would have been 

thankful to escape from their bonds, and be free 

from their cruel tyrant. Nothing of the kind ! 

the people were so debased, that most of them 
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THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

loved their miserable bondage, and took delight 
in the service of their wicked task-master. 

The King of Salem had more pity on His 
people than they had on themselves ; and He 
was constantly sending His ambassadors to 
them, to beseech them to accept His offers 
of mercy, and be reconciled to Him before it 
was too late, and His gracious proposals were 
withdrawn. Many of the heralds of His mercy 
and love returned to Him sadly wounded and 
sorrowful, for few would hearken to them. It 
is true that occasionally there was found some 
hidden one here and there, or even a whole 
family bent upon leaving the idolatrous city, 
and quitting the service of the tyrant to 
enlist beneath the banner of the Prince of 
Peace ; but it was a rare circumstance, and 
some who seemed to have escaped from their 
bondage, took up their chains again, because 
they were accustomed to them, and loved their 
life of slavery; others were too proud to be 
indebted to their gracious King ; they strove to 
break their fetters for themselves, and although 
they were glad to have an inheritance among 
the children of the kingdom, they desired to 





THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

seek it their own way; many did not believe 
that the land of Beulah really existed, and were 
certain that it could not be given freely to 
rebels, for only being reconciled to one against 
whom they had revolted; and the great propor- 
tion thought the city of the Prince of Gehenna 
was far pleasanter than that laud of delight 
which their eyes had not seen, and whose joys 
they could not imagine. Few, very few, really 
accepted the free pardon and instant restoration 
to favour, though tender and faithful servants 
of their gracious King strove to persuade them 
to read the royal letter, and behold the seal 
The Prince of Gehenna was a subtle foe; he 
knew he could not keep any one a captive who 
was in earnest to quit his dominion; he pre- 
tended to be willing to help them; he would not 
lose them for lack of ingenuity, so he offered 
readily to shew them some newly discovered 
easy path to their object, and these poor foolish 
people followed him into some unexplored roads 
which led them deeper and deeper into his 
dominions, and thus they were more in his 
power than ever. 

To the kingdom of Salem there was only one 
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THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

toys were worth the anxious care with which 
they were bought 1 Nay ! she would have been 
thankful to the earthquake to engulph her, had 
she not begun to believe that the doom of end- 
less woe that awaited the slaves of the tyrant 
was only too true. 

One evening the young wife, more sorrowful 
than ever before, wandered out of the city 
bounds, seeking rest, but finding none, longing 
to meet with some of the ambassadors whom 
formerly she had despised, when she had seen 
them pass that way. 

On, on she went, a deep darkness fell upon 

her, deeper and deeper it grew at every step; 

the bat, that bird of night, swept close to her 

pale face, her steps seemed sinking in mire, and 

the venomous adder crept round her faltering 

feet. She knew not whether to retrace her 

steps or to proceed. A Eock in the distance 

promised shelter from the storm ; but then, her 

city- home lay behind her. Thunder clouds 

gathered in the sky, not a star shone forth to 

cheer her. The path was evidently an ascent, 

steep and rugged, but becoming firmer beneath 

her feet; hitherto she had been sinking in the 
10 



THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

sand^ which also blew in blinding eddies round 
her. On the table land above her a fidnt light 
glimmered through the clouds. At first she 
thought some friendly aid was approaching her, 
but it remained stationary; then she endeav- 
oured to climb the hill, but she had no staff to 
assist her weak steps, and her feet were cut and 
bruised by the flints. The storm now dashed her 
against the Bock, to which she strove to ding, 
her voice sounding faint and mournful through 
the rush of the wild tempest, for she still hoped 
that some ear, even in that desert place, might 
catoh the sound of distress, " Will no one help 
me 1 Oh 1 if I only knew the way ! " said the 
poor fainting traveller, as she looked up and 
saw the pale light of a lamp that glimmered 
amid the surrounding gloom, and which now 
appeared to throw its long bright slanting rays 
from the casement of a hut on the Rock; so 
closely was this little dwelling built withui the 
cleft, that it seemed one with the foundation. 
The waves of the wild sea from below leaped up 
as if to extinguish this golden beam — they could 
not reach it; the stormy wind and wild rain 

beat on it and around it — but the walls fell not, 
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THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

and the little lamp barnt ou. Her richly embroil 
dered garments hindered her steps, and she un- 
clasped the heavy mantle that encumbered her, 
and the costly bracelets that pressed like fetters 
upon her straining arms; she could at least 
now put back the dishevelled hair that blinded 
her sight, and gaze in the direction of the light 
that at times seemed further off than ever. 
Then Salome, with her streaming eyes and 
weary limbs, strove again to press forward to the 
place where the lamp was sheltered; for there 
surely was a place of safety; her bleeding feet 
caused her to stumble, but still she cried for 
help, and still kept her eye on the light that 
gleamed like a solitary star in the darkness. 
A wilder hurricane swept by, and the poor 
trembling woman felt she had touched the Rock, 
and almost £Ednting, she cried, ''Help, help! I 
perish!" Hardly had the last word passed 
her lips, when through the storm a voice 
of gentle sweetness answered, "Peace!" At 
that friendly greeting, the sinking traveller fell 
prostrate; when she recovered she saw only a 
poor and aged woman, who looked as little able 
to stand against the storm as herself and even 
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THE CITY ON THE SAND. 

less fitted to protect another. Yet she raised 
the stricken woman, and powerfully and tenderly 
protected her over the flinty pathway, until they 
stood on that sheltered ledge of the Rock to 
which poor Salome's longing gaze had been 
turned in her dire distress. They entered the 
little clay-built hut that had escaped the stormy 
wind and tempest There was many a crevice 
in the walls, and the casement whence the light 
beamed so steadily was sorely marred by time; 
but still it did not obscure the tiny lamp that 
guided the way-worn traveller to a safe shelter. 
The kind protectress laid the weary pilgrim on 
her own narrow couch, while she spread refresh- 
ment for her, bread the purest and finest, and 
milk ; she bade her grateful guest eat and drink^ 
and having bathed her bruised feet, and anointed 
the wounds, left her to repose. Long and deep 
was the sleep that fell upon Salome. When she 
awoke, the first pale streak of dawn was spread- 
ing over the sky; she looked aroimd, no gilded 
furniture or pictured wails met her eyes, no 
rich carpet or silken drapery surrounded her 
place of rest. She listened, no distant sound 

of the city, nor songs of caged birds, or falling 
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THB CITT ON THE SAND. 

fountains met her ear; she pondered, wondering 
on the deep sweet stillness, where so lately the 
turbulence of the storm had reigned. 

All was simple, clean, and cheerful, and such 
a pleasant calm was diffused around, as the mer- 
chant's wife felt had never brooded over her 
palace home. 

Even at this early hour busy hands had 

trimmed the casement lamp, that lamp that had 

been used to guide her feet to this sheltered 

spot, and as she listened, a clear voice sang 

sweetly and solemnly, 

''Bock of Ages, deft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee," &c. &c. 

Strange words! strange song to the ear of 
the young idolatress. Yet her eyes filled with 
tears, and she fi^t her hands clasp involuntarily 
in thankfulness to that unknown One then in- 
voked, to whom the hymn arose, and to whom 
the stranger's knee was now bent. 

No shrine was there, no Temple, no robed 

Priests or costly offering, no odour of incense 

sprinkled around. Nothing was to be seen but 

a mysterious scroll She watched her gentle 

hostess, as absorbed in its contents, she seemed 
14 



THE CITT ON TBE SAKD. 

from time to time to find some new sonroe of 
jojy the pale face beaming brightly. 

Salome lay watching in deep awe the power 
of the lettered charm; at length the casket was 
closed, and the reader approached her guest. 
Salome could contain her curiosity no longer, 
she exclaimed, '< Tell me who you are, and what 
have you there ? " 

''My name is Grace," replied the stranger. 
''I am a daughter of the King of Salem. I 
have here hidden treasures." 

"A King's daughter!" exclaimed Salome, 
with something of incredulity in her tone. 
"And you live in such a poor place as a mud 
cottage 1 Hidden treasures ! are you not afraid 
of robbers 1 " 

''No!" replied Grace, smiling; "thieves do 
not break in and steal that which my Father 
will give for the asking" — "OiveT* it was a 
strange word to the rich merchant's wife — "The 
treasures I possess are bought without money 
and without price." 

" Have you, indeed, a casket of jewels? You 

cannot have any use for them that I can see." 

"No! It was, however, while I looked at 
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them, that I thought of going to seek for those 
who fall by the way-side; it was among them 
that I fomid the staff which helped me to battle 
through the storm, and bring you to rest on that 
welcome couch; among those treasures I found 
the bread and milk which would best suit your 
need, and here I gathered the ointment for your 
wounded feet, the oil and wine." 

''But it was none of these treasures which 
brought me here," said Salome, " but the lamp 
in the casement !" 

" True, but the lamp only shines as it is fed : 
it would soon bum dim, and light no wandering 
foot; nay, nor my own poor cottage, did I not 
clean and trim it day by day with fresh beaten 
oil." 

" What ! do you live all the year upon the 
Rock?" 

" Yes ! Summer and winter." 

" Do you not fear the water-floods? they seem 
to rise almost to the threshold : will they not 
sometime sweep you away ? " 

" No ! the Rock must be swept away first. I 

own the storms beat upon the roof, and the 

winds roar loud enough to make me feel sure I 
16 
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should be lost, if I were elsewhere ; but I think 
of the sea birds who hide in the Rock before the 
storm comes, and I see how securely they brood 
in the narrow clift while the tempest passes over 
them, and if they are safe, oh! muck more I. 
We must not look for simshine every day, and 
all day long. I have no care for what the change 
of weather may bring me." 

" That is because you are so poor. If you had 
valuable cargoes on the ocean when the breakers 
dashing on the coast tell how it is raging in the 
depths, what would you do then ] " 

" I would seek to know what I ought to do, 
and having found that, I would strive to do it, 
and I should have peace." 

"Peace! and have you amongst your treasures 
what will give you peace ?" 

" Yes ! Peace that passeth not away, and joy 
with which a stranger intermeddleth not" 

" Oh ! will you sell me this precious treasure] 
You are poor, very poor; I will make you rich 
for life." 

" I am not poor as you think," replied Grace, 

smiling; " but the treasure cannot be gotten for 

money, neither shall gold nor silver be weighed 
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for the price thereof. It cannot be valued with 
the gold of Ophir, with the precious onyx and 
the sapphire ; the gold and the crystal cannot 
equal it, and the exchange of it shall not be for 
jewels of fine gold." 

*'0h ! woman ! "'cried Salome, as she clasped 
her hands imploringly. " My husband is the 
wealthiest of Ebal's citizens; I will promise you 
half of his possessions for that which will give 
me peace and joy ! " 

The aged woman replied, " You know not yet 
that the price of wisdom is above rubies, the 
topaz of Ethiopia shall not equal it, neither 
shall it be valued with pure gold." 

" Oh ! that I could purchase it ! " 

" It is priceless ! " 

**Alas ! alas ! can I do anything to obtain 'M " 

" What ! have you iudeed never heard that 
you can receive it only from the King himself? 
Have you not seen the ambassadors warning 
the people in the city yonder; imploring them 
to seek, and be saved from their implacable 
captor 1 " 

"I have; but until lately I never felt that I 

was in bondage; I knew not why, neither wealth 
18 
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nor my husband's love could give me joy, nor 
impart that peace I see shining in your ^e, 
and which breathes from your words. Oh ! that 
my husband would but believe that we could be 
as happy as you are, and only by sending to the 
King. Come vrith me, and let me tell him that 
there is a better treasure up here, than in the 
fairest portion of the city on the sand." 

" Not to day — the tempest still beats on the 
city. You are un6t to travel — wait." 

And poor Salome felt, if she could but sit and 
listen until she found such lasting joys, she 
would gladly forego all that the city could offer, 
and share the poor mean hut of the dweller on 
the Rock. 

Another night of peaceful repose, another day 

to listen to the sweet promises the King had 

written for his children, and then, assisted by 

Grace, the merchant's wife retraced the road to 

the city. Every step told how formidable the 

war of the elements had been from which they 

had been securely sheltered. The storm had 

swept over the lowly cottage, and left no trace 

of its fury; but its wild, devastating flood had 

marked its progress elsewhere. The golden tern- 
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pies lay prostrate, the marble palace was a heap 
of ruins. The sand had swept over and buried 
whole streets, and here the earth had opened, 
and not a trace told of what had passed into its 
deep dark gulpL Amongst the greatest suf- 
ferers in loss of possessions was Clement the 
merchant; his noble dwelling was laid waste, the 
shore bore only a few planks to tell of richest 
cargoes just in port, but now buried in the deep ; 
and yet with all his losses, enough was left to 
make him a rich man still. Much as he grieved 
over these calamities, they were little in com- 
parison to the dread of seeing his beloved 
Salome a mangled corpse cast on the way-side. 
He turned to the friends who loved him best, 
but they had griefe of their own, and no time to 
listen to him or assist him in his search. He sat 
desolate in his sorrow, amid the ruin of his 
mighty possessions. 

Suddenly he beheld an aged woman leaning 
on her staff, standing before him, with an ex- 
pression of deep sympathy on her face; her 
attire was homely, but she spoke, and her voice 
was sweet, and full of compassion; it was the 

only voice that had spoken pitifully to the 
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lonely man in his desolation ; and although there 
was a foreign accent to him on her tongue, yet 
the sympathy reached his heart ; this he under- 
stood right well, and he arose to receive her. 

Grace, for she it was, told him the wife he 
mourned for was not dead, but was preserved 
from the dangers of the way; and he should 
soon behold her. 

The merchant would have knelt at the feet of 
the messenger of such good news, but she pre- 
vented him, saying, " I cannot take that which 
belongs to my King only. I am but a servant" 

When Clement found he had been only pre- 
vented from kneeling at the feet of a poor 
servant, he forgot part of his gratitude. 

^* Come out of this place," said Grace, ''and be 
not partaker of this destruction, and my Master 
shall be your Master, you shall find ; yes ! He 
will give you enduring possessions for those 
you have lost; take my staff, come with me, 
and we will do you good" But the proud man 
replied, 

"Shall Clement, the merchant, become servant 

to any man ? Though much has perished, there 

is still enough remaining. Your Master, you say 
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has sent me back my lost, beloved one; lead 
me to Him, and I will thank Him, but I will 
not be His servant! I will have vast vineyards 
and flourishing fields ; I will not lose my peace 
in these low cares which have hitherto con- 
sumed my life, and I will not forget this good 
deed, but send a costly gift to your Master for 
His kindness." 

"My Master seeks not your gifts, such gifts 
as yon can offer; He owns the beasts of the 
forest, and the cattle upon a thousand hills are 
His; the gold and the silver are His, the com, 
and the wine, and the oil; ten thousand times 
ten thousand wait before Him, and rejoice to 
obey His will. He will not look on a gift in 
which the heart has no share." 

"Gome out and let us seek Him, oh! my 
husband," exclaimed Salome. " Let us not tarry, 
let us make for the city, whose maker and 
builder prepareth a portion for His subjects, 
which the tempest cannot reach or time destroy." 

But Clement, when beholding the face of his 

best-loved treasure, forgot the hand which had 

restored it, and the wreck that was around him. 

"Another time I will hear you on this 
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matter/* he said, turning to the spot from 
whence he would have dismissed the stranger, 
whom he had abruptly quitted at the voice of 
Salome, but she was gone. The ruins lay cold 
and dim in the evening shadows, but no trace 
remained of the kindly visitant whose voice 
still rang in his ears. 
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Oh ! lost ones ! return ye, return ye ; 

Ah! why will ye die? 
One wilderness opens around you, 

A darker is nigh. 

No light in death's shadow awaits you, 

No peace reigneth there ! 
No balm for your wound or your weakness, 

No rest for your care ! 

Te lone ones ! ye sad ones ! ye lost ones ! 

The night wanes apace ; 
Dark terrors have gathered around ye, 

The message of grace 

That had cheered you, and wooed you, and won you , 

Is offered no more ; 
The Lord of the feast is uprisen, 

And closed is the door. 

A£eu: off ... . afar He beholdeth 

That one glance above ; 
Break, break, stubborn heart ; it awakens 

Swift answers of loye. 

Through heaven's happy court is resounding, 

"Oh let him go free:" 
Go ! lean on the heart that was broken, 

Yea, broken for thee ! 
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CHAPTER 11. 

THE BORDERERS. 

I HE merchant gathered together the 
remnant of his fallen fortune, and 
determined upon a new life — a life that 
was to be henceforth all peace and 
happiness. He went to the borders of 
the city, and purchased large tracts of 
land; these he laid out in orchards and vine- 
yards, and he began to till the field, and to 
plant and to build. 

Then he said to his wife, " Come ! and behold 
the beauty of the earth spread around us; here 
we will live in calm content, far removed from 
the market of the busy city, and the common 
cares of life. We will cultivate the land, and 
eat of the fruit of our labour, and the poor 
whom you pity shall be fed out of our abundant 

harvests. Will you come ? " 
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His wife replied sorrowfully, "It is no bet- 
ter than the city. You will not find what 
you seek in fields and orchards, or hills and 
valley-lands, any more than in the warehouses, 
the exchange, or in our princely home. In the 
book Grace read, it was written, * One thing is 
needful,' therefore it cannot be in the multitude 
of things; if any one of these is sufficient for 
happiness, why be encumbered with all the 
rest ? " 

The merchant thought his wife was very 

childish to speak thus> and he would not be 

persuaded by her to delay or give up his plans 

of life; so a beautiful house was soon reared 

among the groves of the border land ; less costly 

than the former, it boasted neither towers nor 

pinnacles, but it extended over a largo portion 

of ground, and was replete with all that could 

minister to the comfort and convenience of its 

inhabitants. The Borderers had brought many 

plants and flowers from the ruined gardens in 

£bal, and among others a gourd, which grew in 

lavish beauty, and soon covered the house with 

its verdure, and golden ^uit, and brilliant 

blossoms. Clement cared little that the fruit 
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was of a poisonous nature, and lulled those to 
sleep who sat within its influence; the dwell- 
ing looked like some green nest ; the vines and 
fig-trees grew everywhere, and the climbing 
plants threw their rich beauty and fragrance 
around. 

Everything seemed to thrive, and as he pros- 
pered, men called him the ''wise merchant," 
and spoke well of him, and praised him. But 
poor Salome ! she sat alone and wept, longing 
for some convenient season when her husband 
would set out with her, and learn in the Bock- 
land the wisdom which made all his knowledge 
as very foolishness. 

The harvest was plentiful, the fertile fields 
and valley brought forth abundantly, the grain 
was gathered into the storehouses, and Clement 
said, ''I will pull down my barns and build 
greater; for I see my stores will now increase 
twenty-fold; I am in the right path, all prospers 
with me, all promises fair." 

Clement forgot that he still dwelt upon the 

same treacherous foundation, that he had built 

upon the same sand and slime now, as when he 

reared his more magnificent dwelling; but he 
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increased his store, and spread out his fields and 
his garden all the same. 

Another year passed ; the vines bore but wild 
grapes; the fig-trees were green, but they were 
rich in leaves only ; no fruit was there, the soil 
was productive in appearance alone. The cis* 
terns held no water, and as the sultry season 
passed, the gourds and green beauty of the 
place withered away; the blight was upon his 
fields, and 'Hhe psdmer worm, a great army," 
devoured every green thing the blight had 
spared. A famine broke out in the Border- 
land, then Clement turned to the last year's 
harvests; but robbers canle down from the hills 
and broke into the spacious store -houses that 
he had depended on to realize another fortune, 
and at the end of the year he found himself a 
ruined man. He feared to tell his wife that 
nothing remained to them but the house and 
garden; "for," said he, "if she was sad when I 
could bring all the riches of the East to minister 
to her happiness, and it failed, how much more 
will she grieve when I tell her we have nothing 
left, and that we are beggars !" 

But Salome had seen the ruin stealing over 
30 



THE BORDERERa 

their new home, and wept not. She knew that 
fields and farms could no more afiford happiness 
than the merchandize of the city, and the costly 
treasures they had accumulated ; and many a 
day, when her husband became so engrossed in 
his new occupations as to forget even the object 
of his once tender solicitude, she had sought 
out the cottage of her new friend, and sitting 
at her feet like a little child, listened to the 
good news of a far country, and treasured up 
the precious knowledge so strange to her ear at 
first, but now becoming so necessary for her 
peace ; and she said, '' Some day when Clement 
has ceased to look for rest, or joy, or comfort 
from these perishable things, I will bring him 
hither with me, and he shall even rejoice over 
the loss of all earth's riches, that his empty 
hand may be at liberty to hold fast the pil- 
grim's staff, and together we will journey on to 
the land of Beulah; yea ! and behold the King 
in His beauty." 

On each visit to the cottage her step was 
lighter, and her return more slow ; deeper 
thought, surer hope, and a settled gladness 

filled her heart ; and ever she said on her way, 
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"Oh ! kind and gracious King; adopt us into thy 
family, because though hitherto we have for- 
gotten thee, yet thou hast remembered us, and 
desirest not that we should perish, but live to 
love and serve thee ; for thy Son died that we 
might be forgiven." 

The peace which pervaded the countenance 
and words of Salome, amidst the surrounding 
desolation, at first irritated and then estranged 
her husband. Poor Salome's heart sank within 
her when she saw his altered mien, and scornful 
bearing; at first she thought she would go to 
the cottage and read the scroll no more; but 
then where should she gol There she had 
found joy and peace, and there, doubtless, she 
should find strength ; her dear Grace had re- 
peatedly told her, all things that she needed 
were laid up for her, and perhaps some of the 
ambassadors might be sent with a message for 
her. And now Clement forbade her to quit the 
house ! What could she do ? She sat alone 
and repeated to herself all the promises of pro- 
tection, and love, and help, which Grace had 
told her were sent to her by her faithM Mend 

the King. 
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For two days the merchant could neither eat 
nor sleep, and on the third day he asked Salome 
for direction to reach the cottage. 

Salome was not likely to foi^get the way; her 
heart was daily travelling there ; she sought t6 
guide him towards the narrow path with a falter-^ 
ing tongue ; she feared what the result might he ; 
she knew it might possibly end in an effort to 
injure her fnend, or prevent their meeting. 

Evening was approaching after the sultry 
heat, more withering with its scorching winds 
than even the noon-<lay stillness, when a travel- 
ler, seeking the most hidden paths, made his 
way to the Border that separates the city from 
Bock4and ; it was Clement ! He feared to meet 
his old companions by some chance straggling in 
that direction; he dreaded their sarcasms had 
they attempted to accompany him, and found 
his visit was only to a poor old woman, and 
that he was bent on waging war with her ; but 
his fears were groundless; not one was in the 
path he took; no scoffing smile greeted him, and 
without molestation, he crossed the threshold 
of the cottage on the Bock. 

As the merchant proceeded on his way, the 
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anger that had kindled in his breast against 
the poor woman had given way to softer feel- 
ings. He could not forget, when he stood 
alone amid the ruins of his princely dwelling, 
tdouming for his lost love, hers was the only 
voice that breathed tender compassion for him, 
when others were too much occupied with their 
own wants and losses to give any heed to him. 
Grace had spoken to him of a better country, 
of a house not made with hands that no storm 
oould touch, and of treasures neither moth nor 
rust eould corrupt, nor thieves break through to 
steaL And now he thought he would ask her 
if, indeed, it were true, and as he had followed 
her advice in leaving the city, how it was that 
he had not prospered as he expected. Thinking 
thus, he found himself within the low door to 
which his wife had directed him. 

The cheerful alacrity which had before marked 
the stranger, was now exchanged for placid joy; 
if she had been formerly treated uncourteously 
by the merchant, she seemed to have forgotten 
it, and welcomed him now with a pleasant smile, 
and her voice so\mded sweetly in his ears; it 

was the same that had accosted him in such a 
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solemn and affectionate tone amid the ruins of 
his once stately palace. 

'' For this I have often asked/' said Grace, as 
she extended her hand to her visitor. ''Tell 
me, have you indeed come out of the enemy's 
coimtry, and thrown in your lot with us $ ** 

** I left the city long since," replied Clement. 
'' You told me such fine things of your King, I 
thought He would do so much for me 1 and now, 
my fields that flourished at first, have failed 
me; the harvest that promised so well lies 
blighted aroimd me; and when I expected to 
make a profit from the famine by my last yearns 
grain, robbers came down from the hills, broke 
into my store-houses, and left me desolate ! I 
did not deserve it I have clothed the naked, 
and fed the hungry, and men have spoken well 
of me." 

Grace shook her head as she asked, '^ And the 
Prince of Ebal — did he leave you in peace 1" 

'' He did ; I have been quite unmolested by 
him." 

" And you have really been seeking the better 

inheritance I told you of 1 " 

''Yes ! as I thought it was not in the city I 
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dwelt in, I sought peace in the calm beauty of 
nature." 

" Ah ! " said Grace, " but you did not go far 
away from the city; you lived under the same 
laws, owned the same allegiance, and were in 
rebellion against my Sovereign the same as 
before — ^loving your own way, doing your own 
work, trying to win earthly possessions, and 
enjojTthe air that poisons life." 

''Salome has been unsatisfied," said the mer< 
chant, "ever since she found her way to your 
cottage. I came here for peace, and you speak 
no peace." 

<* What says your wife ? " 

" Oh I she wants me to leave the country, the 
land of my birth altogether, to let my posses- 
sions perish entirely, rather than risk the loss 
of an inheritance in a land I never saw, and 
she has only heard of; she talks like a foolish 
woman. She found no more pleasure in the 
fields and farms, than she did in our princely 
home ; and some day, I think, she will leave 
me altogether, to judge for herself of that 
kingdom of which she declares such 'glorious 

things are spoken.' " 
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*'Do you not desire, then, to be under the 
dominion of our Sovereign 1 " 

"Yes ! I did; because He is powerful, because 
Salome says He is rich, and because I think He 
is very merciful ; and will in the end be sure to 
forgive all those who have revolted from Him." 

"You thought, by giving your bread to the 
hungry, and clothing the naked, you could win 
for yourself the place of a son ! You changed 
your manner of life, not your life. You par- 
take of the gifts of the King's enemy, and live 
in rebellion, and pretend to be seeking His pro- 
tection and favour. You desired wealth, you 
had it. You sought the praise of your fellow 
creatures, and you gained it. What has it 
availed you ] " 

Clement paused; then, glancing on the bare 
walls and mean furniture of the humble cham- 
ber, replied, " As much as you ! " 

"Indeed!" said Grace, sadly, "have you not 

seen beyond this yetl Have you a hope sure 

and steadfast of a house not made with hands, 

eternal in the heavenly country? Have you 

the assurance of the unchanging affection of a 

loving Father 1 Have you a purchased inheri- 
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tance in a city that admits no evil thing? 
where no fearful, nor unbelieving, no liar nor 
covetous, nor impure person can enter 1 Are 
you a citizen of a better country, where there is 
no more sorrow, no more tears; where the in- 
habitants never say they are sick; where no 
friend goeth out, and no enemy entereth in ; 
where there is no shipwreck? for there is no 
more sea! Are you indeed adopted into my 
Father's family?" 

The merchant's eye rested on the thread- bare 
garments, and some contempt mingled in the 
tone as he said, ''Would a monarch allow his 
daughter such mean lodging and poor attire ? " 

"Within, our clothing is of wrought gold," said 
Grace, meekly; "yet not many wise, not many 
noble, not many mighty ones, as you call them, 
are the wearers of it." 

"But if you are at present an exile from 
your Father's court, what evidence have you 
that you shall ever get there I" enquired the 
merchant. 

Grace pointed to the open casket, and drew 
forth a scroll, from which she read,. " Behold 1 
it is written, 'I will come again, and receive you 
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to myself; that where I am, there ye may be 
also.' I am waiting for Him," said she, "for 
He is faithful ! " 

Bright beamed the face of the exile as her 
eyes seemed to seek the horiaon with a longiug 
look, as if expecting Him whom her soul loved. 
The merchant gazed in the same direction, but 
he saw nothing — nothing but the bounds of the 
blue sea, the fleecy clouds floating in the sky, 
and the sea-birds seeking their nests in the 
rocks. Still he gazed; he thought a vessel 
might appear, aud he would then judge for 
himself of thqse things which he had heard. 
This poor forlorn woman — is she indeed the 
daughter of a king? If so, then there was 
wisdom in the scroll she prized so much. 
Vainly the merchant gazed ; no vessel came in 
sight, no glorious retinue, no chariots of splen- 
dour, all seemed dark and silent. 

Again and again Grace pressed him to accept 
the reconciliation offered him by an offended 
King, and to take and read the scroll for him- 
self, but he would not. She urged him to 
abjure the rule and dominion of the Prince of 

Gehenna, and fear nothing; that the King of 
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Salem had conquered him already, and those 
who sought earnestly for help against any 
attacks fix)m him, would assuredly receive it, 
and come off conquerors. She told him also, 
these predouB leaves in the casket contained 
every thing that could help and comfort him ; 
all that it was necessary to know was writ 
therein. She bade him come out from the land 
of the enemy before he was chained in a pit of 
darkness for ever, — a pit where no gleam of 
light, or love, or joy could penetrate. 

The merchant's hand put back the scroll, 
though awed and confounded by the power of 
this simple woman's words ; and amazed at the 
calm faith in the truth of what was written in 
these precious leaves. And yet he hesitated, 
thinking, perhaps, silver and gold were better 
than the uncertain hope of a kingdom, and 
abruptly arose to depart. 

" Farewell ! " said Grace; " we may not meet 
again; but read and learn, find out the good 
way, and walk therein ; for He that shall come, 
wiU come, and will not tarry. To-day, even 
to-day, He bids me invite ^u. He calleth me. 
Be you also ready." 
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Clement turned from the cottage gloomy and 
more discontented than when he entered it ; for 
he felt that gold could not purchase the peace 
and confidence of this lone woman. On he 
went a daj*s journey, marvelling if the King 
would receive him if He certainly had love for 
him ; and wishing he had not rejected the scroll 
offered him, and that he had asked more particu- 
lars ; and so, in place of returning to his home, 
he diligently retraced his steps, and as the dawn 
was breaking over the distant hUls, he found 
himself again at the threshold of the cottage. 
He knocked; the door stood ajar; again and 
again his voice echoed on the still morning 



air. 



"Grace! Grace! Grace!" No glad voice 

replied. The windows were darkened, the 

morning light streamed through the crevices of 

the shattered walls, the couch was empty. The 

King of Salem had been as good as his word ; 

He had sent a convoy to bring home to himself 

the poor dweller on the Rock. The thread-bare 

garments were thrown off as too mean apparel 

for the kingly court to which she was called. 

There lay the casket with the precious scroll 
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she held so dear ; she no longer needed letters 
from the King, she enjoyed his company. The 
scroll lay open at the last line of invitation, per- 
haps^ on which her failing glance had rested. 
"Come, ye blessed of my Father, inherit the 
kingdom prepared for you since the foundation 
of the world." 

Clement looked around^ there was no trace of 
chariot wheels, or feet of men or horses; and 
yet he felt that some mighty One had been 
there. He took the casket in his hand, and 
for the first time in his life, the ruined merchant 
would have given all his princely fortune, were 
it restored to him, to have seen once more the 
King's daughter, to have listened to her words 
of love and wisdom, which he had hitherto 
despised; once more to have asked about that 
kingdom which she had entered. He marvelled 
if indeed there were other sons and daughters 
of this munificent Sovereign who could tell him, 
if he, a rebel and a ruined man, could be par^ 
doned, and brought into liberty and peace ! 

He sorrowfully returned home, and seeking 
Salome, related the circumstances of his three 
days' absence, and took the welcome scroll from 
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his breast, and placed it in her handa Salome 
mourned for her friend, but her grief was 
softened as she read of the bright home prepared 
for her ; she longed to be with her, and behold 
the beauty of the King, and to enquire in His 
Temple. 

"I am weary of my life," cried Clement, a 
few days after his return, as he unlocked the 
casket "If this is indeed the treasure the 
King^s daughter said it was, let it help us 
now ! " 

Salome's face brightened; she took the scroll 
in her hand, and while her tears fell upon the 
leaves from which so often sweet messages had 
soothed her own fears, her eyes sought her 
husband's, and she replied, '^It is written, 'Ask, 
and ye shall receive/ " 

A gleam of hope passed over the face of 
Clement, but a love of ease still lingered in his 
heart. "Let us first ask for more silver and 
gold, and lands," said he. " Grace told me her 
father owned the cattle upon a thousand hills; 
the beasts of the forest were his, and the gold 
and the silver; cannot we, then, ask for these ?" 

"True, my husband," replied Salome, "but 
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you forget, there is the earthquake, and the 
tempest, and the blight. In a little time we 
might be no better off than before ; moreover, 
it is written, * Seek jq first the kingdom.' " 

The merchant looked on the blackened fields 
and desolate lands; he beheld every thing 
swept from his grasp, even the wife of his 
youth was no longer the same, loving not the 
things he prized, nor mourning for what he 
mourned. 

" I have lost the best years of my life ! " he 
said despondingly. "My sleepless nights and 
days of toil, all are come to nought ! Oh ! can 
you not help mel" he enquired anxiously, as 
Salome bent over the well-worn pages. 

" What shall I seek for you 1 " said his wife, 
as her pitying glance rested on her husband's 
care-worn face. 

" See if there is anything by which I can get 
strength to work again when all is lost; any- 
thing that can bring a weary man rest." 

" Here ! I have found it ! " replied his wife 

joyfully: "*Come unto me, all ye that labour, 

and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.' " 

" What can that rest mean % who offers it ? " 
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''The great King who took home our dear 
dweller on the Rook" 

"But He cannot oflfer it to those who have 
despised Him, surely, and refused to be His sub- 
jects ] How can He give us rest 1 " 

" Yes ! yes I He does ! He says, ' Come unto 
me.' 'Learn of me; for I am meek and lowly 
in heart; and ye shall find rest unto your souls.' 
And again, 'He is not willing that any should 
perish.' And again," 

"But we have never sought to know His will; 
for thirty-seyen years I have lived under the 
sway of His enemy; such messages cannot be 
for a ruined man like me!" said Clement 
despairingly. 

"Still, dear husband, I am inclined to think 
it is to you the word is spoken. See ! He says, 
' Whosoever cometh unt,o me, I will in no wise 
cast out.' It seems to me, that if we desire to 
learn. He loves to teach us; for here in this very 
page is engraved, 'Ask whatsoever ye will in 
my name, and it shall be done unto you.' 'Ask 
and receive, that your joy may be full' Go 
yourself, dear Clement, and ask to be forgiven ; 
for the blood of the ransom cannot be refused." 
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That hour the happy Salome had the joy of 
leading her husband out of the Border-land. 
Many a snare had been set during the night to 
take them, and lastly they had a conflict with 
some of their acquaintances who lived on the 
very extremity of the territory, and who wished 
to persuade the merchant and his wife to pro- 
ceed no further, but settle where they had done. 
But Clement and Salome abandoned all that 
remained of their possessions in Ebal, and went 
out even through the city with only a staff and 
the treasured casket. Crowds gathered round 
them, some shouted and laughed, but more 
looked on with scornful smiles, or turned their 
eyes another way, saying, " There goes Clement^ 
the fool, who gives up his birthright in Ebal for 
a house in a land he never saw, and leaves the 
pleasures of the city, and the companions of his 
youth, for a fable ! Away with him — ^the mad 
man!" Some threw stones and dust at him, 
and many pointed their fingers in derision. 

"They would do the same to the Prince of 
Salem if He were here," whispered Salome to 
her husband, as his bent head and feeble step 
showed how much he suffered from this treat- 
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ment received from those who had once held 
him in honour. 

Clement looked at the bright &.ce of his 
happy wife, and pressed the scroll closer to his 
bosom, and then walked on with a strong step, 
and never halted till the city of Ebal lay far 
behind them. 
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THE DWELLERS ON THE ROCK. 



" "Work for Me ! work thy little hour 

For Me ! thy Mend, thy Lord ! 
Dread not the drought, fear not the cloud, 

But cast thy seed abroad. 
Far on the breeze, each winged gem 

May mock thine anxious gaze ; 
Thou 'It find it in thy father-land, 

The growth of many days. 

(jo ! raise the bruised and broken plants 

The storms have bent around. 
Shelter for Me the tender yine 

Within thy garden ground. 
Let not the lack of harvest firuit 

Thine heart's allegiance move, 
My hand deals forth the best for thee, 

And all is done in Love. 

'Tis not for thee to judge the need 

Of watching, tears, and toil ; 
A fairer garden waits thy plants, 

Now in a foreign soil. 
And see ! — ^to cheer thy way awhile, 

This little brook shall run ; 
Its voice shall chime in happy praise 

"With thine — my lonely one." 




CHAPTER III. 

THE DWELLBR8 ON THE ROCK. 

HREE days' journey over the moun- 
tains brought Clement and his wife to 
a sheltered spot on the sea-shore ; the 
storms that swept across the bosom of 
the deep brought now no anxious days 
or sleepless nights to them ; they built 
a cottage on the Rock that overlooked a broad 
expanse. It was but a tent-like home; they 
did not care to embellish it with the art of 
the former, or the lavish beauty of their last 
deserted dwelling; but they had a treasure 
within, a treasure long hidden from them, 
" more precious than rubies; for the merchandize 
of it was better than silver, and its gain than 

fine gold;" and Clement, the merchant, became 
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a Fisherman in that blue sea that had en- 
gulphed so much of his wealth before times. 

You may ask, what duties had the dwellers 
on the Eock to fulfil, now they were enrolled as 
citizens of the Kingdom of Salem ? They were 
enjoined to study the roll of the laws and cus- 
toms of their new country, to trust the King 
with all their affairs, to acquaint Him with all 
their wants, to consult Him in all their perplexi- 
ties, to send to Him in all their difficulties, to 
look for His messengers, to entertain them, to 
receive His messages, and seek from Him for 
wisdom to apply them, to believe that His 
ways were wisdom, and that love ruled all 
His dealings. They were affectionately warned 
not to be in fear that they would be mistaken 
for rebels ; never to think that they were forgot- 
ten or forsaken ; for as long as the sun and mooa 
endured, so long would they be remembered; 
and the King's beloved Son was perpetually 
seeking their welfare, and pleading with Hia 
Father for them, and that Father could not 
deny Him anything. 

As day by day they learned more of the 
power and love of this gracious King, they 
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longed for others to know Him also; and 
Clement, when he went to his labour, watched 
for the stray barks that held, perhaps, those 
that had toiled hard and taken nothing, and 
would cheer them with the last sweet news 
from Salem ; or, on his return after a night of 
toil, he would go forth on the mountain path- 
way, in search of the way-worn traveller whom 
he often found beaten and ill-used by robbers; 
or some poor dying idolater, like as he had once 
been ; and he would recount what great things 
had been done for himself, and repeat the invi- 
tation entrusted to him by the same gracious 
King, to offer to all who passed by. And 
Salome would wash the weary feet, and bring 
forth of her bread and milk, simple fare, as 
Grace had once done for her, winning by her 
sweet persuasion some listener to taiTy awhile 
within. 

There came often to this lonely habitation 
messengers from their beloved Sovereign. The 
Fisherman and his wife had to study the scroll 
many times before they could quite understand 
what was meant by them. Some few visitants 

they early learnt to know, but many came and 
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went unrecognized; they were not always clad 
in regal robes. It was the duty of the cottagers 
to watch and seek, so as not to miss the message 
they bore; but they were sometimes negligent 
in entertaining their guests, and so lost the 
wisdom and comfort they were commissioned to 
bring. Their first radiant friend was Promise, 
and often in wintry times, when neither sun nor 
star appeared, and provisions became low, this 
benignant visitor would enter their cottage and 
point out to Clement and his wife, some line in 
the scroll they had overlooked, which straightway 
became illuminated beneath the finger of their 
guest, and sent them to their work with new 
vigour, or to their beds in peace. Another 
messenger was Blessing, a veiled maiden, whose 
step was so gentle, that Salome was often look- 
ing more than listening for her coming; her 
foot -fall was as noiseless as the dew upon the 
mown grass, yet how refreshing was her pre- 
sence ! Then another they knew was Trust, 
and he was often welcomed, but they were slow 
sometimes in receiving him, and allowed him to 
depart too soon. Many others came also, but 

they were not occupied in watching for them, 
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and the Fisherman and his wife grieved to think 
how often the messengers returned to the King 
and bore only tokens of neglect, ingratitude, and 
carelessness in their records of the dwellers on 
the Rock. 

Now Clement and Salome were not forgotten 
bj the prince of £bal, who greatly resented 
their departure from his kingdom, and also 
sent his servants to them; such he found very 
easily, for it was well known among his friends 
and followers that they would gain his favour, 
if they could in any way shake these two from 
their allegiance to their lawful Sovereign, and 
tempt them to think of returning, were it only 
to shew themselves in the Border-land ; thus it 
happened that Clement was frequently met, or 
overtaken by emissaries from Gehenna, and he 
generally suffered severely from these encounters, 
though victorious in the end. Sometimes a 
friendly looking traveller would rise up and 
join him in the road, and address him thus: 
" Clement, why dost thou toil and weary thyself 
so? Is not the kingdom prepared for thee? 
Sit down and rest; thou wilt reach it just as 

well without so much trouble." Then the 
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Fishennan, not always perceiving his subtelty, 
would comply with these persuasions, and, 
sitting down by the wayside, he would allow a 
deep sleep to steal over him, until awakened, 
perhaps, by the sting of a serpent, when he 
would find himself surrounded by thick dark- 
ness — weak and woimded, lonely and terrified, 
and n6t knowing which path to take; and long 
before he could regain the use of his limbs, or 
be sure he was in the way, his companion was 
gone, and he knew that the name of the evil 
one that had overtaken him was Sloth. 

Another and very powei'ful and malicious 
agent of the Prince of Gehenna used often to 
meet the poor tired Fisherman as he returned 
unsuccessful from his labours of love, deeply 
mourning for those who would not let him 
bring them on the right way ; then this wicked 
one, perceiving his weak state, would meet him 
and throw him down with his face to the earth ; 
and thus poor Clement, being brought into 
utter darkness, and believing himself quite lost, 
because he had no light, would remain grovel- 
ling until Promise, who generally sought him on 

these occasions, came to his rescue; and often 
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her fair hands were long outstretched unseen 

by the &Ilen man. When, however, he was once 

more erect, he saw standing just before him his 

dear friend Hope; it was clear to him there was 

light, but he needed to see it to go cheerfully 

on his way again. But Sloth and Despair were 

iiot the only enemies the Fisherman encountered 

as he proceeded on his journey. One time, as 

the day was adyancing, he met a very dignified 

stranger, whose bearing, though lofty, was kind ; 

and Clement did not recognize him as from 

Ebal, when, with friendly gestures, he thus 

accosted him : " I am truly glad to meet thee, 

Clement; thou art doing good service to thy 

Master; doubtless, thou art a great favourite of 

His; there are no more dangers for thee now; 

thou wilt arrive safely at the kingdom, depend 

upon it." Then Clement, delighted with this 

address, advanced to grasp the proffered hand, 

let fall his stajBf, and missing his footing, fell 

into a deep and muddy ditch which he had not 

perceived, and struggling there for some time, 

came forth sullied, and very much ashamed; for 

he saw the sneering face of his false friend, who 

went off with a laugh, saying, '' Ah 1 thou wise 
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merchant ! is it not written in thy scroll, ' Let 
him that thinketh he standeth, take heed lest 
he fair? how camest thou to forget that]" 

"How! indeed!" said poor Clement; "truly so 
it is written; but now I see thee who thou art. 
Pride, yea, Spiritual Pride is thy name; get 
thee behind me, I will none of thy company. 
I am thankful I fell so soon, or I might have 
gone further with thee, and fallen more deeply 
still." Then this enemy departed, but essayed 
to meet the Fisherman several times afterwards. 
Clement now knew his countenance, and when 
he saw him advancing, went aside and fell on 
his knees, which, when this evil one saw, he 
always passed on, and spoke to him no more. 

Now Salome had no child, and she pleaded 
with the King, that if it pleased Him to gladden 
their hearts by such a token of His favour, that 
she would bring it up and nourish it for Him ; 
and if it should be His will to recall it, she 
would be prepared to deliver it up at His sum- 
mons. Time passed on, and no answer had yet 
reached her; and she often looked wistfully 
at the travellers who passed by with their happy 

troop of children bound for Emmanuel's land ; 
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and Clement would speak kind words to them, 
and cheer Salome, as he saw her tearful eyes. 

"It is our Father's will; doubtless, if it were 
good for us, your desire would be gmuted; we 
have more time to give to the wayfarers." But 
Salome still looked through the lattice over the 
distant hills, believing that the longing desire of 
her heart would be given to her, if good for 
them, because she knew her petition had been 
entrusted into the hands of the Prince, and he 
had signed it with his seal, and she expected 
that a young face would some day be smiling 
in their cottage home, whom she might guide 
and love as Grace had led her. But it happened 
once, as the Fisherman's wife sat alone and 
unoccupied, except by observing the movements 
of a woman, who was passing along leading two 
lovely children, the door of the cottage stand- 
ing open meanwhile, that there entered three 
maidens, who came quietly up to her before she 
was aware of their presence. One of them, with 
apparent kindness, laid her hand on the shoulder 
of the dreamer, and whispered, " Poor Salome ! 
I pity you ! see those beautiful children ; they 

ought to have been yours; you deserved them 
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much more than that woman ; you would have 

brought them up better for your King thtin she 

will; besides you asked for them!" "Ah!" said 

another of the visitors, "you are hardly used, 

my poor friend ; no sweet prattlers to teach the 

words of love wherewith to greet their absent 

father on his return, no soft arms clinging 

around thee in infant joy, while lisping 'mother.' 

Oh ! you serve a hard master !" " Yes, indeed," 

added the third; "your King promises to hear 

and answer those that ask Him. Has He heard 

eveni Bo you think He takes any notice of 

you, or cares anything about you 1 " Then the 

poor woman's heart sank within her; it felt cold, 

and dead, and heavy, until raising her eyes, as 

was her wont, in the direction of the east, she 

saw a stream of light faU on the countenances 

of her visitors, and then she knew by their 

expression, and by a certain family likeness to 

the inhabitants of Ebal, from whence they had 

come ; and rising up quickly, she told them she 

was ashamed to have listened to them; they fled 

as far as the garden gate, which she closed, and 

shut them out of her presence, telling them 

never to come to her again. When she returned, 
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she did not find her dwelling empty, bat saw 
seated there a fair young friend, who had been 
for some time absent; it was the sweet Irene; 
they sat down together, and Salome drew forth 
her scroll, and they took counsel, and conversed, 
and the Fisherman's wife was joined by Hope, 
and Content, and Love, and Joy. Now, the 
names of her visitors were Envy, Discontent, 
and Distrust. They came again once or twice 
peering through the casement, but finding the 
door closed, and Salome busy attending to her 
household, they went away, and ceased at last to 
come at all. 

Now the Fisherman passed much time afar on 
the deep ocean, and at other times on the 
mountains, waiting for travellers who might 
need food and rest. There was only one pathway 
in that rugged region, a little narrow-beaten 
track, no wider than a sheep-track; but most 
of the Borderers refused to take it, and pre- 
ferred following those roads that diverged at 
the foot of the mountain, because the way was 
smooth, and there were many bright-looking 
flowers blooming on every side; others made 

new ways for themselves, shorter and less 
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tedious of ascent, and found they rested after 
many days of fruitless labour, lower than they 
started, still safe in the kingdom of EbaL 

Then would come back Grace's warning to 
the Fisherman, " Ask for the old paths, where is 
the good way, and walk therein." And Clement 
would set out with new strength to seek out the 
foot-sore pilgrim; or counsel and comfort the 
imprudent wanderer whom robbers had pillaged 
and left as dead. 

Many a day, beneath the roof of the Fisher- 
man's cottage, pale travellers that at first seemed 
too faint to utter even a word of thankfulness 
for preservation, or drink of the cool waters of 
the fountain, presented to them by their host, 
would join in loud rejoicing songs, in praise of 
the King of Salem, who had taken the merchant 
from his merchandize and his fields, freed him 
from the captivity of Ebal, and led him to the 
Rock, that he might watch for the wanderers, 
and tell of the great things his beloved Sovereign 
had done for him, and waited to do for all His 
poor people. 

Year after year passed by. The dwellers on 

the Rock possessed no more gold than formerly, 
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no larger dwelling, no finer furniture, nor more 
costly garments; yet had tiiey enough and to 
spare for others; and time to help the needy. 
The furrowed brow of Clement became calm 
and peaceful, and the sight of it encouraged 
others to pause, and then to listen, for on his 
tongue was the law of kindness; and as he sat 
at the door of their cottage, and read words 
from the scroll, sometimes a little child, and 
often an aged traveller would rest beneath the 
palm that overshadowed the place, and drink 
with eagerness the glad tidings of great joy. 

One day Clement himself was weak and dis- 
pirited; he could hardly grasp his staff; the 
summer heat fell on his burning brow; he fal- 
tered at ascending the mountain, and felt in- 
clined to return and wait until the cool of the 
evening, and rest this day beneath the shelter of 
bis roof; of late so few travellers had passed 
where the two ways met — so he excused himselfl 
He thought he might for once sit at home, and 
see if any passed by there. Promise crossed his 
path just then, and looked, as he thought, re- 
provingly on him ; her bright finger pointed to 

the forsaken track. She whispered, " They that 
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wait on the Lord shall renew their strength; 

they shall mount up with wings as eagles ; they 

shall run, and not be weary; and they shall 

walk, and not faint." 

The words fell on his ear soft and sweet, oven 

with the mild reproof that waa couched in their 

very tenderness. Clement looked at his feet; the 

staff that had so often helped him over the rude 

pathway fell from his hand; he walked a few 

steps without it, and stumbled; then he saw 

why the way seemed so difficult of ascent, and 

his feet so unsteady. He girded up his garment, 

and in bending to raise his staff, the scroll fell 

from his bosom and he read, " Be not weary in 

well-doing; ye shall reap if ye jBaiint not;" and 

the pilgrim pressed the precious scroll to his 

heart, and went on his way strengthened. He 

carried a scrip with food, and often as he went 

along, he sang the songs of Zion, hoping some 

one might hear who needed help, or that it 

might lure the travellers in the forest beyond to 

seek the Rock-land where he stood; but evening 

crept on, and no traveller drew nigh ; the wild 

cry of a distant bird of night, or the howling of 

the wolf as he hastened from the gloomy forest 
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in search of prey, alone broke the deep silence; 
the heart of the fisherman sank within him as 
the darkening shadows of the mountain length- 
ened around him. 

He thought over all the comforting words he 
had heard from Promise; he remembered them 
with gratitude, and he said, "Though it is a 
wilderness way, I will still hope ; I have toiled all 
day, but my Father sees me; my labour profiteth 
nothing, but my willingness to walk in the 
way He has appointed profiteth much; for He 
has said, * To obey is better than sacrifice.' I 
will watch and wait, though the night comes 
on." So Clement stood patiently watching where 
the two ways met; and before long there fell 
on his ear the voice of a child crying for help ; 
the sound ascended clearer and more distinct; it 
told that the young traveller had passed through 
the forest, and was actually ascending the crags 
of the mountain ; a few moments and some diffi* 
culty seemed surmounted, and then, almost on 
a level with himself, he beheld a little pilgrim, 
her hands folded on her breast, and her eyes 
fixed wistfully on the glories of the setting sun, 

whose gold and purple radiance was reflected 
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brightly, eyen on the rugged surface of the 
mountain. Clement listened to the childish 
song as it burst forth from her lips. 

** The lion has hia forest lair, 
The wild bird has her nest ; 
But who wiU for the homeless care ? 
Lord I take me to Thy breast ! 

Oh ! lead me to Emmanuel's land, 

Where Thy dear children be ; 
Lord ! count me in Thy blessed band, 

And let me look on Thee ; 

Not only look, but with Thee live, 

Thy wond'rous love to know: 
Thy dear hand to the wanderer give. 

And guide me where to go !" 

The tears had dried upon the face of the 
little girl She looked timidly at Clement ; but 
as he approached her, she ran to meet him, 
saying, 

" Sir, are you indeed come from Emmanuers 
land forme?" 

Clement thought this was surely one of the 

King's daughters; but, as many had learnt 

something of the language of Salem, without 

really caring to be enrolled amid its citizens, he 

answered cautiously : 
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" What need you, little maiden? I am truly 
a subject of our Great King; but who are you, 
that you looked for a servant of His to be your 
guide] Do you, indeed, desire to behold our 
King in His beauty 1 Are you longing to have 
a place among His sons and daughters ? Have 
you found the city of Ebal a desolate waste 
without Him 1 And do you desire to dwell with 
Him, and He with you 1 If so, then come with 
me, and rest in our way-faring cottage. Him 
whom you long for, you shall surely find." 

Upon hearing this, the child put her hand 
into that of Clement, saying, 

"Oh, sir! then the Lord of the Golden City 
has heard me when I cried to Him ! I think I 
now see the Gate by which I should enter ; but 
I cannot reach it; and though I have walked all 
day, I still seem as far off as before. There, 
where the red curtains, and purple doors seem 
ready to open beyond that glistening star, that 
must be the foundation of the City the Ambas- 
sador told me of, and I see here, sir, the first 
foundation is Amethyst, and the light so shines 
through, that they need no candle, and she took 

from her breast a scroll and read, " The founda- 
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tions of the wall of the City were garoished 
with all manner of precious stones.'' 

"Is it only to behold the beauty of the place 
that you desire to enter there^ little maiden 1" 
enquired Clement. 

"Oh ! it must be very fair," replied the child; 
"but I want to go in, that I may behold the face 
of the King's Son, the kind and lovely Stranger, 
who once piped to the children in the market- 
place, though they mocked and spitefully abused 
Him. Sir, I want to kiss the hands that were 
wounded, and sit at His feet, and hear His kind 
voice. He took me out of the mire and clay, 
and taught me a new song; and though my 
clothes were not fit for such an one to touch, yet 
He took me in His arms, and put His hands on 
me, and blessed me; He did not despise even 
the least of the foolish children of the city." 

Then Clement wept with joy, and knew 

indeed that the secrets of the Kingdom were 

revealed even to this child; and he felt that 

he might learn of her to believe that the King 

would do all that He had said; so he led the 

little girl to the Cottage, and presented her to 

his wife. 
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'^ Surely thus has the King answered our re- 
quest/' said Salome to her husband, as she 
listened to his recital ; '' and sent us a daughter 
to bring up for him/' and they called her Lilias, 
or Lily. 

And now, let us hear how the little Lilias be- 
came a pilgrim on the mountain. Her parents 
were citizens of Ebal, and, though their manners 
and customs differed in some respects from those 
of that part of the country where Clement and 
Salome formerly dwelt, they were none the less 
under the sway of the King of Gehenna. Lilias 
played with the children around her, and ram- 
bled at her will as they did, delighting to adorn 
herself in the same manner; and though their 
fine clothing was composed of weeds, and the 
produce of plants gathered in the fields^ they 
thought themselves very fine ; her feet were shod 
as theirs were, with the skins of animals, and 
their mantles woven with the webs of cater- 
pillars; some of them who wished to be finer 
than the rest, ornamented their wrists and heads 
with pebbles of all colours, and placed birds' 
feathers in their hair. They admired themselves 

very much, but often they ended by throwing 
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mud and stones at each other; and at last 
they turned their attention to passengers on 
the hill side beyond the city, who passed by 
through a forest at the foot of the hill on 
which the town stood. It so happened, that a 
venerable person who had been thus treated, 
paused to notice a little girl, who stood apart 
from the rest, and appeared ashamed of her rude 
companions, and reluctant to join their sport 
After watching her for some time, he beheld the 
grief manifested in her face at their ill conduct ; 
he then drew near, and invited her to look 
through a glass at the country which arose high 
beyond the forest and the hills. 

The child placed her eye to the glass; at first 
all was dark, presently she saw, as distinctly as if 
she had been there herself, an amazing sight, 
that awoke her heart to unspeakable joy — a 
throng of people, with countenances of angels, 
every eye beaming with love, every face radiant 
with happiness. Here two, with arms entwined, 
seemed to enjoy blissful companionship; there, 
others with harps of gold formed a mighty con- 
cert of melody, most entrancing, to judge from 

the ecstatic expressions of their faces. All 
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turned to a centre of unapproachable glory, 
which the child could not gaze on. She could 
see no more. Then the Ambassador, for it was 
one of the King's messengers, took her kindly 
by the hand, and spoke gently to her, and when 
she prayed to be allowed one more glance, he 
consented. 

The glory on which she could not gaze seemed 
the very life of those who basked in it; and 
again her eyes followed the footsteps of those 
who were still walking in that light. Now one 
passed before her whose robes seemed made of 
the azure blue above her, with a diadem of stars ; 
now another floated by as if clothed in a mantle 
of the silver radiance of the moon; the rainbow 
hues of some won her admiration, or the gor- 
geous sunbeams that seemed woven in the raiment 
of others! Oh! how poor seemed all she had 
gazed on before, to what now met her sight. All 
the happiness which was diffused around seemed 
to flow from One who walked in the midst of 
them ; and it was impossible to gaze, without hav- 
ing every feeling of the heart drawn out in wor- 
ship, for He was the object of their perpetual 

wonder, and admiration, and love. He surpassed 
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all around Him ; He was engaged in offices of love 
to ally and performed them with such tender- 
ness; some He led to the sparkling foimtains, 
which threw forth their bright waters amidst 
trees and flowers of rare beauty; some white- 
robed pilgrims He met at the gate, and wel- 
comed with melting affection, and wiped away 
the tears from their eyes; some little children 
were even pillowed on his bosom. 

This glorious Being she could look on, though 
her eye felt dazzled by the glory itself; and as 
she gazed, she saw He was distinguished above 
all by marks in His hands and feet; and as she 
kept her eye fixed on Him alone, she saw they 
were wounds; and when she beheld that, she 
wept bitterly. She would have looked for ever, 
but her eyes were blinded by tears; and the 
Ambassador withdrew the glass, and bade her 
think on what she had seen, and then went on 
his way. 

The little maiden sat alone; she could not en- 
dure the sight of herself, and she looked with sad 
dismay upon her companions, and hated their 
foolish pastimes, and she could no longer join 

in their glee ; so her former playmates laughed 
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and jeered at her; some threw stones after her, 
and others bade her follow the old man, and be 
an ambassador of the King in the land afar off; 
but the child knew the land was nearer than 
they thought, even over the mountain Bother, 
and she sat by the way where the Ambassador 
had shown her the wonders of the distant hills 
beyond the river that flowed on the other side, 
and longed to see him again. One day when he 
passed that way to the town, he heard a voice 
crying, " Oh ! that I could become one of that 
happy company ! Oh ! that that gloiious Angel 
that seems to love them, would love me 1 and 
comfort me ! for I am wretched, and lost, and 
miserable!" 

As the Ambassador drew near, and beheld the 
same little child who had looked through the 
glass, and who, he thought, might have gone 
back to her foolish companions, he paused over- 
joyed, and told her she might join the band of 
the blessed, and led her through the wood ; but, 
added he, " the way is strait and narrow." She 
waited to hear no more, but ran home to her 
parents, and prayed them to take her to the 

land where tears were wiped away; but they 
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first laughed at her, and said there was no such 
place, and then scolded her, and bade her be 
silent. 

Day by day she asked some one to go with 
her, but in vain; at last, when her parents 
began to be wearied, they told her she might 
undertake the journey; but she must go alone, 
leave father, mother, brother, and home, think- 
ing this would dissuade her; it made her very 
sorrowful, and she strove by her tender en- 
dearments to win them to go with her, but 
they would not, so she affectionately embraced 
them and bade them farewelL Her parents told 
her they expected to see her again before 
night-fall; but the child thought of the face of 
the Angel of the far off Land, of the looks of 
love that welcomed every one that entered 
those gleaming gates ; and when the dawn broke 
she had taken a staff in her hand, and set forth 
on her solitary journey. 

The path she had taken appeared to bring her 
down lower and lower into the valley, and she lost 
sight of the blue sky, and the scenes familiar to 
her sight; deeper and deeper she went, into 
gloomy glens that seemed horrible to her, as 
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being the dwelling of wild beasts and birds of 
preyj sometimes falling into the mire, and now 
wounding her hands and feet with the brambles 
and prickly shrubs that encumbered the ground; 
at length she was stopped by a deep gulph, and 
then she remembered that the Ambassador had 
told her the city in which she dwelt stood over 
volcanic fires, and deep pits on every side girded 
the land she lived in. She feared to go forward, 
but never once thought of going back. Night 
was coming on ; she saw the lurid glare of dread- 
ful fires out of the gulf, and she tried every side 
in order to escape danger; but she only fell and 
bruised her limbs. She knew not what to do ; 
she sat down sadly and wept; her clothes were 
torn and black with the mire into which she had 
fallen, and her hands were bleeding from the 
thorns, and when she thought she should never 
reach that lovely land, that home of rest, and 
love, and joy on which her heart was set — ^never 
behold the blessed Being whose voice she longed 
to hear, then her bleeding hand made her think 
of His wounds, and she bemoaned her hard fate, 
and cried bitterly, "I am lost, I am lost!" 

Suddenly the place where she stood became 
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resplendent in light. One full of majesty and 
glory stood before her. Could it be ! — Oh ! 
could it be He? Yes! it was the Angel of 
surpassing excellence, whose looks of love upon 
the great multitude of happy ones who rejoiced 
around Him, had won her from the sports of her 
childhood and her companions, the friends of 
her early days, her home, her parents, and all 
that had once made her life full of pleasure. 
Yes ! she had seen Him through the telescope ; 
she could not be deceived, there was none other 
that could be mistaken for Him ! And now He 
approaches her; she has no doubts, for He shews 
her His hands and His feet; she recognises the 
wondrous marks; she knows these wounds, and 
weeps; she hears the still small voice of love 
that penetrates her inmost heart : '' It is I, be 
not afiraid." She fell at His feet in speechless 
joy, exclaiming — "My Lord! I am a foolish, 
wicked, wretched child !" With tenderest care 
He bends over her, to raise her in His arms ; 
but she sobs forth — " Oh ! my Lord, depart from 
me, for my garments are defiled by the mire!" 
but He, with deepest affection, took her in His 

arms, all defiled as she was, and immediately 
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they were on the other side of the gulf, and her 
feet upon the Kock; then her heart was full 
of love for her deliverer. 

The evening twilight was slowly stealing over 
the earth, and the night drew on, but she remem- 
bered the lovely Stranger, and knew that one so 
good and kind, who had taken her in His arms, 
and carried her, just as she was, over the terrible 
gulf, would not leave her to perish on the moun- 
tains, but would afford her succour; perhaps, oh ! 
sweet thought — He would send some of the 
bright ones who lived with Him to bring her, 
poor little feeble child as she was, into their 
happy home, to listen for ever to His gracious 
words. Had He not said, "Call upon me in 
trouble, and I will deliver thee 1" And she felt 
He could not lie. So she called again and again, 
never doubting but that the glorious Stranger 
would send for her, when he had prepared a 
place for her ; therefore, when she saw Clement 
approaching her, she welcomed him with grateful 

joy. 

Then Clement knew he had not waited in the 

wilderness path in vain, but that the King had 

greatly honoured him in allowing him to lead 
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the young pilgrim to their dwelling. As he 

approached, Blessing stood on the threshold of 

his cottage ; she entered with them, and led the 

pale little wayfarer to the outstretched arms of 

Salome, who folded her to her bosom, whispering, 

" The King has sent you this child to nurse for 

Him; let her be precious in your sight; as your 

need is, so shall be your supply. The greater 

call, wherewith to meet its wants, shall be 

abundantly afforded you. *He that watereth, 

shall be watered.* You will, of necessity, have 

to call on Him ; but never fear. He will answer, 

and thus I shall have many an errand to the 

Cottage. You know I am not slow in telling of 

my Master's goodness; listen, seek and you 

shall find me oftener here. Salome looks for 

me in the sunshine only, but I stand by her 

in the storm also, heavily laden with gifts, yet 

she does not know me, so I pass by her unseen 

in her over busy life." 

Their dear Sovereign had, it is true, hitherto 

rejected their prayer for a child direct from 

Him ; but they knew His ways were the best, 

and they held their foster daughter as a precious 

pledge that He had heard, and He had answered, 
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though not in the form of their petition. Songs 
of gladness echoed within the cottage walls ; 
men patised to listen as they passed, and it 
seemed to them that voices around and above 
took up the glad strain, as if a thousand 
tongues sang forth "joy" that the little wander- 
ing pilgrim was brought into the household of 
the King of Zion. And Clement rejoiced as he 
went along the pathway with renewed strength 
of heart and limb, saying, 

<< Oh ! gracious Father, I thank thee that thou 
hast heard our prayer, and given us a child to 
bring up for Thee; that Thou hast permitted 
the feeble hand of a poor Fisherman to bring in 
Thy child, and to nurture her for Thy kingdom." 

And Salome 1 how she watched over the young 
pilgrim, as she saw her grow in loveliness, and 
beheld the readiness with which she obeyed 
their teaching, the joy she took in ministering 
to others, and above all, the love with which 
she listened to all the King^s Son had done for 
His people. 

Lilias was a happy child, though she had now 
no companions as formerly, yet had she many 
more friends, for she made them everywhere. 
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The birds with their glad song, the wind among 
the branches, the ripple of the water, all seemed 
to be singing of Him she loved, and so she 
joined in their song. 

Sometimes, seated in the stem of her father's 
boat, the young clear voice poured out its dis- 
tinct utterance of pleasant words of praise, that 
caused many an old mariner to pause and listen ; 
and dim eyes glistened when they caught sight 
of the fair frail child, who, all unconscious of the 
joy she was giving, let her voice flow in harmony 
with the murmur of the wave, singing ever of 
the land that has no more sea; her face up- 
turned to the sky, seeking for the star that was 
to guide their little bark, and delighting wheu 
her childish hand was the first to point out its 
mild radiance to another. Men echoed back her 
song, and blessed her as they passed, but none so 
deeply prized her as the Fisherman and his wife. 

Time went by, and Lily became more and 

more endeared to her foster parents; when, 

one bright morning. Blessing appeared at the 

lattice, Salome was watching for her. Cradled 

in her arms was a fair young infant; she placed 

it on Salome's bosom, and bade the happy wo- 
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man guard and nourish it also for the King, and 
remember, that some day He would require it at 
her hands; as also an account of all the gifts 
with which He entrusted her. 

Salome, overjoyed in the possession of the 
nursling, promised that she would relinquish 
it at the command of the King, and would 
ever remember, that all she had belonged to 
Him ; and she would endeavour to educate both 
the children given to her, and though exiles now, 
they should not forget there was a place for them 
in their Father's house. 

Clement enquired if there was any message 
with their new treasure? His visitor then un- 
folded a letter, and bade them read it ; for all 
therein was written to make them wise, and 
teach them to guide the child committed to 
their care. Then they rejoiced more, far more, 
in the kindness of the King in entrusting the 
little ones to their hands, than in the sight of 
the infant's smiling face. Blessing had brought 
the helpless one; it was an expression of a 
Father's fistvour; and they whispered again and 
again, *' Welcome, dear Blessing!'' Oh! it was 

a song of thanksgiving that rose that bright 
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morning from the Cottage on the Bock ! and 
the Fisherman said, "We will name our boy 
Felix, for we count ourselves happy in the 
favour of our dear King. Has He not entrusted 
two young souls to our care^ and surely one is 
not dearer than the other." 

Felix grew in strength and beauty, and it was 
the delight of Lily to rock him to slumber, to 
watch him as he slept beneath the palm tree; 
and when he was older, to teach him to walk, 
loving to hear his lisping words; and then she 
told him of the princely Stranger, who left his 
home of light and love, to be a dweller upon 
this earth, who loved little children, and wept 
over those men who cruelly mocked and put Hina 
to death. Yes ! wept for those who pierced His 
hands and feet with nails, and thrust a spear 
into His side, and crowned His head with thorns, 
yea, despised and rejected Him. And the young 
child sorrowed for the loving Stranger. Then 
would Lilias tell her eager listener, that it was 
for him, yea, even for little Felix, the King^s Son 
died; for him He wept, but that He wept no 
more; He was no longer a sorrowing One, but a 
living Ring, who was coming again, and all men 
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would behold Him. To some, He would come 
when they did not expect Him ; to others, who 
did not desire Him; to many, who hated and 
despised Him; but to a few who loved, and 
waited for Him, and eagerly watched for Him. 

Often in the evening, as they sat beneath 
the vine-trellis of the cottage, and the young 
child nestled in the loving arms of his sister, 
listening to her sweet story, her own eyes fol- 
lowed the silvery vapours that floated over the 
face of the heavens; and Lilias longed for Him 
she loved to appear, desiring the signs of His 
coming to be made known to her, that she might, 
like the wise men of the east, go forth to meet 
Him, and worship Him. 

As she moved amid the little household, the 
foster mother's step lingered by the fair and 
gentle teacher, listening to her sweet instruc- 
tions, treasuring up the words to recount them 
to Clement when he returned, after his day's 
labour; and together, husband and wife, found 
refreshment in the children's simple love of Him 
whom they delighted to honour; and, again and 
again, Salome said, 

"Dearly I love Blessing; she always seems to 
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come direct from the King's court She brought 
us pur fair and gentle Lily to be a light and joy 
in our dwelling; and Felix, our blooming boy, 
not dearer than our Lily. Welcome, welcome. 
Blessing 1" 

"And, if she comes to lead them elsewhere," 
enquired Clement, anxiously, as his eyes rested 
on the impassioned face of his wife, whose gaze 
was fixed on the lovely pair beneath the porch, 
" Wilt thou still say. Welcome, welcome Bless- 
ing, and know she comes from our Father's 
Court r* Her eye met that sad searching 
glance, and her own fell beneath it; she was 
silent. 
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WouLDST lean on a reed plucked from Egypt, 

Oh ! wilderness Child ? 
Or follow some star of the desert. 

By beauty beguiled ? 
Thine hand freshly pierced shall remind thee 

Of Him who was slain, 
Who died that His lost and His banished 

Be brought home again. 

Hast drank from a cistern of Edom ? 

It mocketh thy thirst. 
Hast turned from the fount of sweet waters 

For thee once accursed ? 
Hast basked in the smile of the creature. 

And made it thy day; 
And awhile from the true light that shineth 

Hast wandered away? 

Turn again ! 'tis thine High Priest awaits thee ; 

Oh ! banish thy fears ; 
Those feet, sadly pierced, fly to meet thee, 

Go ! wash them with tears. 
'Tis He who was tempted in all things, 

"Who knoweth thy frame ; 
Tho' sore are the sorrows that bruise thee. 

He suffered the same. 

The sigh of thy soul's smothered anguish 

His pity will move; 
The pulse of the heart thou hast wounded 

Beats only with love; 
That sob of contrition doth whisper, 

** Thy feeble one see, 
Still leaning on thee, Beloved, 

Still hoping in thee.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE WANDERER. 

HINE not that Clement neglected his 
household in his services on the sea, or 
his mountain journeys; he delighted in 
training the children, and leading them 
to understand the many wonderful les- 
sons spread around them in the fields, 
and on the sea -shore. Lilias, ever eager to 
accompany her father, and help in work too 
laborious for her youth, often needed many 
remonstrances to keep her within the cottage, 
to assist in the home labour of Salome; and 
more than once Wilfulness took so much pains 
to induce Lily to choose her own work, that 
when her foster-father returned, he found the 
wood he had left in the morning, prepared for 
vineyard purposes^ carried by the busy child 
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nearly a mile on the way, or perhaps the heavy 
nets collected by her on the beach. 

This gave Clement pain; it was sweeter to 
him to know that his little daughter was obey- 
ing him, than following her own way of pleasing 
him, which was, in a word, only pleasing herself. 

One day, he took her by the hand, and led 

her to a promontory in the bay, and shewed her 

a large rough shell sheltered in a cleft of the 

rock. "What an ugly, useless thing!" said 

Lilias, scornfully ; " it is the ugliest shell I ever 

saw !" " My child," said Clement, " it has been 

placed there; it has a purpose to fulfil; if it 

were elsewhere than in its appointed place, it 

would miss the end for which it was created. 

Mark, how the tide comes with its daily work ; 

each uprising wave leaves or takes back some 

stranded weed or fish, forms a ripple on the 

sand surface, that lands some shell, or fills a 

tiny pool for some poor gasping inhabitant of 

the world beneath the waves, that would soon 

perish without its welcome refreshment. There 

are wonders on the land, as well as on the sea, 

my Lilias; and every one has a voice to the 

hearing ear, and a beauty to the seeing eye." 
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When the fishing season came round again, 
the Fisherman took the child to the cleft of 
the same sheltering rock, and enquired of her, 
what she saw ? 

'^A pearly casket!'* exclaimed Lilias, ''and as 
the sun falls on it, it has every hue under 
heaven, blue, green, rose, purple and gold. Oh! 
it is lovely! What is it?" 

" It is the unsightly shell you despised, my 
child," replied her father; "it is still in its place, 
and therefore it has grown into beauty, and accom- 
plished its task ; it has been content to let the 
rough billows sweep over it ; the sand and the 
weed, and many a fliut have polished its surface 
once so rough; each grain of sand, and every 
tide has, as I told you, its mission ; and see ! 
they in working, and the fair shell in enduring, 
have alike fulfilled their duty; nor is this all, 
be silent, and listen." The tide ebbed softly, and 
the summer breeze passed over the rock, scarcely 
moving the light foliage of the palm by the 
cottage door, but through the crevices of the 
shell murmured a low sweet harmony, and the 
plaintive music sounded like the echo of songs 

from the land of Beulah ! 
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Then Lilias pondered for a moment, and tears 
filled her eyes as she said, ^* The shell is more 
useful than I am; it is also beautiful, it is a 
teacher! Oh! my Father! thou hast taught me 
a lesson; it is better to obey than to choose my 
own way of pleasing thee; the poor shell has not 
laboured, yet the fairest hue of every flower, is 
on its surface ; it has not toiled to do that for 
which it was unfit, but it makes music because 
it is content to be nothing but a shell, and let 
the summer sea breeze breathe its songs through 
the cells the winter storms have made." 

"Cease then, my daughter, from thy wilful 
labour," replied the foster-father. " I have 
stronger arms than thine wherewith to carry my 
rough wood. The wood must needs be carried, 
and the nets mended, but it were sweeter to me 
to see my child with folded hands, if folded in 
obedience to my will, than to miss her from the 
place I assigned her, and find the work she had 
chosen for herself accomplished." 

The child pressed closer to the side of the 

Fisherman, and often afterwards, when tempted 

to put her hand to labour unbidden, she would 

remember the pearly teacher by the sea-shore, 
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and tarn again to sit at home, assisting to bear 
household cares, happy in the smile that assured 
her it was not unnoticed. 

Felix, too, began to need much of her thought 
and care; he was often wandering away from 
the cottage, and always towards forbidden paths, 
in pursuit of worthless pebbles, which he insisted 
were precious, because so bright, or striving to 
gather the wild berries by the waynaide, because 
so beautiful. Lilias told him poison-berries had 
once nearly destroyed her, and with such sharp 
flints the good Ambassadors from Salem were 
pelted by herself, and the wretched children of 
the city where she once dwelt. 

As Felix was impatient of restraint, and very 

angry with the motherly little sister who strove 

to keep him from harm, he thought one Autumn 

day he would take a journey, and escape those 

gentle reproofs that often accompanied his 

wanderings. Unlike our little pilgrim, he did 

not ask any one to go with him ; he did not take 

his staff; he did not desire to reach the fair land 

that lay beyond the hills, or to find the Lovely 

Stranger who called little children to Him. A 

strange temptation overtook him; he wanted to 
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tread some of those new paths, where his father 
told him danger lurked in every step; he was 
vexed that he should always have some one to 
take care of him, when so many children were 
allowed to ramble where they chose. 

That day — ah ! Lily was forgetting her charge 
and looking out of the window at the Vineyard, 
in which she was forbidden to work; and Dis- 
content caught sight of the face pressed against 
the closed lattice, and then watched her oppor- 
tunity of whispering to her, "What privilege 
is there in being a King's daughter, if always to 
live like a slave? Children younger than you 
are joining the merry Vintage group ; come out 
and see !" 

Lily listened. Ah ! little maiden, why listen 
to that ugly busybody 1 But she did listen, and 
then left the window for the door, and then she 
stood on the terrace that overlooked the field. 
What harm was there in watching the vintage 
labourers, and seeing the vines and orchards 
in their beauty ? 

Oh ! was Lily in her place 1 She was set to 

keep watch over the house and her brother, 

while others worked; and there was harm, for 
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Discontent seldom came alone, Idleness limped 
bj, and little Disobedience followed playing his 
strange antics, and she left the door ajar, and 
they soon made a way for themselves; and 
Felix saw the open door, and stole softly from 
the cottage, and when noon had passed, Salome 
came home, and enquired for the absent boy. 

The heart of her young daughter beat quickly, 
she had seen the merry troop pass by to the 
Vintage; she had heard their songs wafted past 
her, and again murmurs instead of music had 
been heard by the messenger of Salem from her 
lips; but now! ah! where was her brother en- 
trusted to her care ? 

Promise stood by and pointed to the scroll 
in vain; for Discontent with his dark heavy 
wing so shadowed the tearful eyes of poor Lily, 
that not a line was visible. 

Salome's enquiry startled the dreamer, and a 
fierce little spirit called Impatience whispered to 
her, " Shew them you have a will of your own, 
and cannot spend your days in looking after 
your brother, who, after all, is not really your 
brother." 

The words were about to be repeated by the 
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angry child, when, through the heavy gloom 
that pressed on her, she saw a gleam of light ; 
she kept her eye steadily on it; first an eye 
became visible, then the lips, and at last the 
whole face of the fairest of heavenly visitors ; 
it stood by Salome, and shed such soft lustre on 
her coimtenance, that, won by its exceeding 
beauty, the arms of Lilias were thrown round 
the neck of Salome, and as she pressed her 
fondly to her breast, she knew the gracious 
guest that had put to flight the evil strangers; 
it was Love. 

In that affectionate embrace, confession was 
made of her careless charge, and earnest desire 
expressed to seek the missing boy. Salome 
consented. 

"Watch him I" said the tender friend, "and 

if you see danger around him, it is only that 

you should call for help; you have the silver 

trumpet, and the scroll in your breast — one 

glance, one breath, will bring you help. If 

you go forward in your own strength, you will 

certainly fall ; but if you ask for help you will 

be conqueror, even if our Wanderer be on the 

very sand of Ebal*s cruel Kingdom." . Just then 
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a carrier dove flitted over them, and Salome, 

pointing it out to Lilias, told her it was bearing 

a message to the distant land, and bade her 

remember its harmlessness and faithfulness. 

Then putting some bread in her little basket, 

she blessed her, and bade her go forth, while 

she waited at home for the return of her 

husband with the sad news to tell him of their 

wandering son. 

Lilias set forth with a step subdued by the 

memory of her late forgetfulness, and eager to 

retrieve her fault by bringing back the little 

truant to his mother's arms. She thought 

she knew where she should find him ; climbing 

the wayside bank for berries, as often before, or 

filling his pockets with stones on the low sand 

plain. He was not there; he had passed that 

way, and she tracked his footprints in the sand, 

but they led farther and farther fix>m the King's 

highway ; here and there she discovered a shred 

of his tunic on the thorn bushes that skirted 

the road; he had struggled through a thicket, 

and broken down the hedge, in spite of the 

serpents which he had been told infested the 

place. At last she caught sight of him. Lilias 
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called, entreated, all in vain ; Felix was deaf to 
her Toice ; his whole attention was absorbed by 
a group of children engaged in some noisy 
sports in the court of a richly ornamented 
temple. The garden that surrounded the build- 
ing had strange and beautiful plants, golden- 
looking gourds, and wreaths of bright berries. 
Lilias, terrified at the danger, for she knew that 
he had passed the boundary marked " forbidden 
ground," cried to the truant to return; he 
heeded her not, his eyes seemed fascinated by 
the attractions in the interior of the building, 
and through the open doorways might be seen 
people swinging over wild chasms of ice, and 
others chasing each other down the steep side 
of the granite hill. Our little pOgrim saw 
nothing attractive in these foolish pastimes ; 
she only beheld her dear brother going farther 
beyond the reach of her voice ; but she longed 
to see what it was that so fascinated him, and, 
forgetting the promise so lately made to her 
mother, she followed on the same track. The 
gate flew open at her first touch, and as she 
bounded after her brother, she dropped her 
staiF, and the door closed. Hundreds of little 
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hands were instantly busily employed bolting 
and barring the gate, which, when Liliafi beheld, 
she began to weep, and to pray them to give her 
liberty again, and let her take her simple little 
brother away with her. They answered her 
with shouts of derision, and loud laughter. 
One of the children approached her with bird's 
feathers on her head, and all sorts of gay 
ribbons fluttering about her dress ; it reminded 
the poor child of the days when she wore the 
same foolish garb, and pelted the kind Ambas- 
sador with slime and stones. 

The children invited the strangers to join in 
their dance, or play at some of their games, and 
to eat of the fruit which grew in rich profusion 
around. Felix had neyer seen any fruit like it, 
nor so many bright shrubs and beautiful flowers. 
These they wove into garlands, and then Felix 
was delighted when they fastened them on his 
head, and he grew vain of the fine things they said 
to him about his beauty. Lilias saw gathering 
about them the dark winged messengers of 
Ebal; many an one was strange to her, but 
many others she had learnt to recognize, taught 

by her foster-parents to shun their company. 
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From plucking the flowers, and wearing the 
wreath, Felix now began to handle the fruit, 
though he felt unwilling to eat of it ; but he yen- 
tured to follow the children who played in giddy 
circles around the marble basins of sparkling 
water, and thus he drew nearer and nearer to 
the fruit garden. 

The gaily dressed children flitted about sing- 
ing songs, which sounded anything but sweet in 
the ears of Lilias; but she gathered a few 
strange flowers, and they turned black in her 
hands, and stained her fingers^ so she touched 
them no more. 

And now his new companions began to urge 
Felix to pluck some fruit for himself; this was 
just what he was longing for: vainly Lilias 
called to him, he laughed at her distress, and 
at seeing her shut in on the same forbidden 
ground as himself; so letting two of his gay 
friends seize each a hand, he ran down the slope 
with them and was soon out of sight 

Poor sorrowful little sister ! she knew not 

what to do, or whither to turn! Would Felix 

be lost? and all through her fault, for having 

once left open a door which she should have 
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watched and closed, and now for entering a gate 
which she should not have touched, and which 
had closed upon her. The heart of Lilias sank 
within her ; she turned hither and thither seek- 
ing to extricate herself from her perilous posi- 
tion; the children had laid snares in the long 
grass to entangle her, and when they saw her 
caught in them and stumbling in her way, they 
shouted with joy and mocked her, while she still 
called on her dear brother to return. 

Felix could no longer hear her voice of tender 
remonstrance, and her own weary feet refused to 
carry her; nay, danger seemed at every step 
to increase. She sat herself down and wept 
bitterly. 

Was there no King's servant near to succour 
the little wandering one? None to tell her 
what to do ? None to lead her out of this fear- 
ful place — ^ah ! the King Himself was not far off! 
The road seemed to wind into so many strange 
paths; she looked on the ground, snares there, 
and night coming on; around her the enemies 
of her King, no home, no shelter, her brother 
lost, and through her carelessness, her parents 

perhaps weeping for her folly; and then, oh! 
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not till then did Lilias cast her eyes above. 

Amid the heavy clouds gathering in threatening 

gloom, the white wing of a carrier pigeon shone 

like silver, it circled round the head of the 

lonely girl, now visible, now hidden from her 

tearful gaze by the intervening shadows. Then 

came back Salome's words, "There is help for 

the helpless ; remember one breath of the silver 

trumpet will reach the courts of Salem ; trust 

not to your own wisdom, for it is not in you 

to know the way yoiurself" ''There is help for 

the helpless,'' repeated Lilias; the trumpet was 

raised to her lips, and at its first feeble note, the 

little dove, as if attracted by it, nestled for a 

moment on her breast, fled upwards like an 

arrow, and was soon out of sight. 

Oh ! foolish little maiden ! why delay so longi 

Why let thy cry for help lie dead within thine 

heart? She looked no more upon the dark glen 

before her, nor on the closed gate ; she saw not 

the ugly faces that derided her tears ; she kept 

her eyes upon the gleam of light the carrier 

dove seemed to have left in its track through 

the gloom, and looked for speedy help. 

She had not to look in vain, nor to wait long ; 
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she knew she was on forbidden ground, the fruit 
of listening to the whispers of enemies rather 
than to the wise counsel of her loving mother ; 
and though she had ventured forth in pursuit 
of a beloved brother, yet she had chosen her 
own way in doing it, and again followed the 
teaching of Wilfulness respecting whom she had 
already learnt such sharp lessons; it was she 
who left open the door by which Felix had gone 
forth, and Lilias traced back step by step her 
sorrowful day, and said, " I thought I could run 
in the way without help ; but, see ! I cannot 
stand, much less walk ! " 

Better had it been if she had kept watch at 
the entrance, and sent for help and guidance ; 
but the little evil tempter. Curiosity, had be- 
guiled her; one step took her foot over the 
threshold, and left her without her staff, a 
prisoner in the hands of the enemy. 

No 1 Lilias was not left alone ; she was not 

forsaken; no child of the Sovereign of Salem 

ever will be lost who cries for help. Thousands 

of glorious beings, fair as the fairest that ever 

passed by her in her cottage home, were around 

her; the mists that rose hid them from her; 

103 



THB WANDBBEB. 

fihe was tempted to think herself forgotten; 
and even to doubt for a moment, if she were 
indeed the King's dear adopted daughter. But 
her scroll was still safe; she took it out and 
read therein, that she was indeed His, bought 
with a costly ransom; then she was sure her cry 
was heard, and that she should not perish ; and 
while she knew all this was the fruit of her own 
doings, yet she remembered that smile of love, 
and the words too soon forgotten in her eager 
service, and she said, " It is written, «' He is the 
same yesterday, to-day, and for ever.' " 

''I am His child, weak and feeble, and dis- 
obedient, but His — yes! His child; He is my 
Father ; He is the great King ; He will deliver 
His child from the terrors of the night, from, 
the lions and the bears, from the serpents, 
and from every evil thing; and He will bring 
back to me my wandering brother, for I have 
asked Him, and one request is as easy for Him 
to grant as another." 

A star shone forth as if to cheer the young 
watcher, and though the shadows were lost in 
midnight, she slumbered not; she kept her 
eyes upon the star, and comforted herself with 
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recounting all the tender messages she had 
received from the far off land, recalling her 
wanderings over the dreary mountain, and re- 
membering the smile of the lovely Stranger, 
and the tenderness with which He had first 
taken the little toil-worn traveller with her 
dirty, tattered garments, into His embrace of 
Love. She longed to hear His sweet voice 
again, it was all Love — nothing but Love — and 
as He could not change. He was Love still. 
And now Assurance, and Hope, and Blessing 
met the little Pilgrim, and spoke comfortable 
words to her in the wilderness. 

It was night, but the quiet darkness which 
enveloped the child, seemed only like the cur- 
tains of a well guarded tent, and the star above 
shone brighter as the gloom deepened. Far on 
in the distance came sounds of foolish merri- 
ment, and coloured lamps flashed their gleams 
among the foliage and in the winding paths, 
whence arose the shrieks of wild and boisterous 
mirth. From the depths of the glen might 
also be heard the howling wolf, and the melan- 
choly cry of the night-birds; but now Lilias 

had no fear, she folded her hands upon her 
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breast, repeating to herself, at first timidly, 
and then with unfaltering tongue, " My Father 
changes not. His name is Loye." 

When the day came, the young watcher rose 
from the ground, and cautiously approached 
the gate ; her staff lay before her ; she joyfully 
took it up. Every bolt and bar fell now at the 
touch of her fingers; once outside the enchanted 
garden, she found she could see more clearly 
what passed within; and she burst forth in a 
little song of joy as she found herself safe 
beyond the boundary. The sweet familiar voice 
floated on the air, and now attracted the atten- 
tion of her wandering brother; he paused for 
a moment, it was his dear sister's voice, it was 
the song of his cradle ! 

Her sight strengthened, she saw bright at- 
tendants still around Felix, as he ran heedlessly 
on the verge of the deep pit. Suddenly one 
seemed withdrawn, and the boy stumbled and 
fell; his companions in the rear scoffed at 
him, and called him coward for not leaping the 
deep ditch ; but the poor boy, sorely wounded, 
lay moaning on the sand; and the hot sun, 
which had now risen, beat upon his blistered 
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brow ; for the wreath his new Mends had made 
for him was only the bright poison -fruit of the 
night-shade, which, though worn by the inhabi- 
tants of this garden, burnt the flesh of those 
unaccustomed to these pernicious plants. 

Loud laughter greeted the sobs of the un- 
happy child as he cried for his sister, and home, 
and father, and mother, and mourned for his 
disobedience. Then Lilias saw that some of the 
bright creatures that seemed to stand and wait, 
returned to his rescue, and drove back his cruel 
persecutors. Again the song of the watching 
sister came swelling louder and sweeter on the 
air, and the sound guided his steps, and he 
dragged his wounded limbs along the pathway — 
passed the garden gate, and fell sobbing on the 
breast of the happy Lilias. 

Poor Felix! his limbs were wounded by his 

fall, his clothes torn to rags, and his face so 

disfigmred by tears, and the dirt his companions 

had heaped on him after he fell, that none 

would have recognized the little happy Felix 

that had once played beneath the palm by the 

Cottage on the Rock. 

Lilias carried him to the brook by the way, 
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bathed his heated forehead, and bound up, as 
well as she could, his bleeding feet, then laid 
the weary little head upon her shoulder, and 
soothed and kissed him. 

She never told him how wrong* he had be- 
haved, nor upbraided him for his foolishness. 
Poor fellow! he knew all that as well as she 
did, and wept at the remembrance of it, far 
more than for his wounds, though they smarted 
sharply. 

The whole day thus passed; the morsel of 
bread in the scrip served them for food, but 
they were very hungry ; and as the heat of the 
day had subsided, Lilias began to retrace her 
steps. With one arm she supported her halting 
brother, while, with the other hand, she grasped 
her staflF, and so they began their journey home- 
ward. The star that had cheered her through 
the night, rose again at sunset, with its reviving 
beam ; it was the same by which she had often 
helped to steer her father's bark; the same 
that was now shining on their cottage roo^ and 
cheering the hearts of the watchers there, as 
well as the homeward-bound pilgrims. She 

beguiled the way with songs of Zion, and de- 
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Bcriptlons of the Father's mansions in the 
Courts of Salem ; and as one bright orb after 
another rose over the dark blue sky, she told 
Felix again and again, that fair as they were, 
they were all dark and cold in comparison to 
the brightness of the Lovely Stranger, the 
Friend and changeless Protector of the little 
Pilgrims. 

Oh! how they rejoiced! Long before they 
caught sight of the palm tree which sheltered 
the cottage roof, they heard the voice of Cle- 
ment; he had gone forth to meet them, and 
he sent forth a glad shout of welcome as the 
white garments of his daughter gleamed in the 
starlight. She feebly carried the now exhausted 
Felix, and laid him at his father^s feet. 

Many a message had been sent to their be- 
loved Prince by the Dwellers on the Kock ; they 
had sought the children far and wide, but never 
thought they might have tarried on the for- 
bidden ground. Sheltered, perhaps, beneath the 
vineyard trellis till the heat had passed, or 
joining in company with some friendly travel- 
lers, they were being led to the one path up the 

mountain; but it was only when night came, 
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and they missed their darlings, that the poor 
father and mother set out in quest of them. 

Felix was afraid and ashamed to meet his 
Father's eye ; he held down his head and cried 
out for mercy! 

The trembling boy prayed that his father 
would not turn him out of his house into the 
howling tempest, to wander for ever, weeping by 
the lone sea, never more to see his father's 
face — never more to hear his dear voice — ^never 
to behold the Lovely Stranger when He came 
to gather little children to His bosom ! 

Oh, Felix ! if thou hadst looked in thy father's 
face, it is not "mercy" though wouldst have 
entreated; hadst thou listened to thy father's 
voice, thou wouldst have heard no threatenings 
of punishment. 

There is a smile of loving welcome in the 
face of Clement; he bends down and clasps to 
his beating heart his repentant, restored child, 
while he shouts aloud upon the still air, until 
the sound reaches the mother's ear. 

"Rejoice! rejoice! my son that was lost is 

found 1" Then the echoes of the mountain told 

it one to another, and the little valleys whispered 
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it over the com fields, till they waved their 
golden spears in joy, and hill and valley soon 
took np the song in the night. 

'^ Bejoice with me ! he was lost, and is 
found!" Felix forgot his wounds and his 
tattered garments as he nestled close to his 
dear father^s heaving heart, and clung still 
closer round his neck as he felt the fond arms 
enfold him; and so the kind father carried his 
child, as the Shepherd the stray lamb, and 
gently led his dear daughter by the hand; 
hanging upon him, recounting all their wander- 
ings, hiding nothing, making no excuse for their 
faults ; but with many a sob and teariiil smile, 
kissing the dear hand so ready to restore them 
to home and favour. 

When Salome took off the ragged clothing of 
her boy, and laid him to rest, he told her how 
his sister had laved his feet and brow, and half 
carried him all the long way, till she had laid 
him at their father's feet. Many were the bless- 
ings that fell on the unconscious Lilias as she 
slept that night. 

She had but done as she had seen her parents 

do for the poor wounded travellers on the hill- 
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side; and Clement and his wife rejoiced together 
that the King had taught them to heal the 
wounds of His people, and comfort the sorrow- 
ful, and them that were out of the way; and 
now the bread cast on the waters had returned 
to them after many days, in the restoration of 
their little son. 
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No message came for fruit or flower, 

But as I passed along, 
I missed the winding, warbling brook, 

That cheered me with its song. 
I cried *^ Oh ! anything but Mw, 

Had'st Thou but chosen, Lord ! 
Mybrook had sweeter songs for me, 

Than any summer buxl." 

He chided not, the husbandman. 

But whispered while I mourned, 
" Only believe," and then it seemed 

My little brook returned. 
And soothed me with an angeVs tongue. 

And stilled the starting tear : 
" Oh ! dear one ! ask me not again, 

Rejoice I am not here. 

" My voice rings in thy future home. 

And Christ doth love the strain ; 
Oh ! never, never wish me back, 

'Mid earthly scenes again. 
No summer heat can reach me here. 

No winter frost or snow ; 
And radiant in the light of life, 

My rippling wavelets flow. 

''Not lost for thee thy silver stream, 
Not dumb my summer song, 

Beyond the Jordan's waves it flows. 
Far fairer fields among. 

Praising the Love that marked my way, 
Where once we blindly trod, 

Soon we together shall make glad 

The City of our God." 

« « « ♦ 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE STRANGER GUEST. 

INTER came, and Lilias fell sick: 
she could no more lead her brother 



on the shore and mountain path, 
nor win the traveller to listen to her 
pleasant discourse about the happy 
country. Salome lacked her ready 
aid in her household labour, and Clement his 
sweet companion in his summer day's fishing. 
Oftentimes did the foster-parents send to the 
Great Physician as they saw their darling droop, 
and tears dimmed their sight as they beheld her 
grow in beauty, and felt her more endeared to 
them by her patient sufferings. They asked 
that she might be left to them, their sweet 
wilderness flower, to gladden their declining 
j^ears. But ah! she lay still in the narrow 

115 



THE STRANGER GUEST. 

couch that stretched beneath the lattice in the 

watch-tower, but though she could not join in 

the vintage, she could cheer the hearts of those 

^ho laboured Her viol had taken another 

strain, it seemed to have caught the wild sweet 

harmony that whispered in the trees, and the 

winds and waves; and even the little sky-birds 

would linger at the lattice, and mingle their 

songs with that of the young singer. Lilias 

WAS learning from them fresh hymns of praise 

to cheer her on a new service, to watch for the 

return of the Prince, to keep her light burning, 

her harp in tune, and to be ready to go forth 

and meet Him with ja joyful " Welcome !" 

The voice of the waves on the shore came 

distinctly to her ears, accustomed as she was to 

each sound on the beach, and often it was her 

delight to help to steer some vessel by divining 

for the fishermen which way the tide drifted on 

the distant coast, and how near was a storm. 

Nor did they scorn the little maiden's lore, but 

repeated it one to another, so that she was Hke 

a messenger of good tidings amongst them, 

though she lived like a singing bird in her 

rocky nest. 
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And ever was the lamp trimmed and burning j 
though she could no longer mingle with the 
busy ones below, yet she could never forget that 
wandering barks were often driven on the shoals; 
and the fishermen who sped out to toil one by 
one upon the deep sea, looked wistfully to the 
turret window; for when night came on and 
clouds obscured the sky, the little lamp sent 
forth its pale bright beams through the shadows 
like a star, and her shrill sweet voice at intervals 
came on the ear like the bird's song in the lull 
of a summer shower; for she said, ''Who knows 
but some sad heart toiling down there may hear 
the echo of my voice, or see a ray of light, and 
so take hope, and steer for home." 

As her voice grew fainter, her lamp burnt 
brighter, and, though she knew it not, the 
mariner heard that glad sweet song amid the 
howl of the breakers; and arms weary with 

„wi.g, »d k««. ^. ..«. .0^ Ir. of 

fruitless toil, gathered strength as they caught 

the sound, and beheld the gleam of the child's 

tiny light in the darkness. 

Spring came, but Lilias drooped day by day ; 

in vain did Felix, fresh from the mountain, 
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tell her of the young vine's bloom, and the 
pastures where the sunny rills went singing on 
their way, and would pray her to arise and 
come forth to share his lesson and his rambles, 
for he missed his sweet companion. The fond 
sister only smiled and shook her head; she saw 
he could not understand that it was not idle love 
of ease that led her to dwell in the narrow limit 
of that lone chamber, so she would tell him in 
return of those green pastures she should soon 
enter, and know no weariness; where she would 
never need rest, for the faithful Shepherd would 
carry her in His arms by the still waters of the 
happy land; and Felix, as he listened, longed 
more ardently than ever for the lovely Stranger 
to come and take him with the Lily to the 
pasture lands in the far country home. 

"Are you never lonely my child 1" said Sa- 
lome, one day, as they returned from their joyful 
vintage labour; "are you never impatient that 
you must lie here, and no longer join us on the 
mountain top]" 

"No, my mother," replied Lilias, "I am 

never alone, I have a service still, just suited to 

my feeble hand; I think of the pearl shell grow- 
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ing brighter in the storm, and the breath of 
heaven as it passes through even this rocky 
prison, brings songs of love and joy, and uay 
viol echoes them." 

''And what hast thou to-day that fills thine 
eye with such joyful beams 1" 

''A sweet message, 'Rise up, my love, and 
come away.* " 

" The words of our beloved Prince," exclaimed 
Salome, half fearfully, drawing nearer to the 
couch. 

" Mother, it is the voice of the Good Shepherd, 
who carries little Lambs in His arms when the way 
is too rough for them; He is carrying me home." 

The mother's eyes fell sadly upon the up- 
turned face, and memory recalled the hour 
when first the little herald of brighter times to 
come, led by the Fisherman, stood by their 

cottage door. She looked back (ah, 

poor Salome! look up, look on;) her heart bled 
afresh to think it might be even as the child said, 
that the Good Shepherd was about to carry her 
home ! She spoke of the fruitfid vintage, which 
would be soon drawing nigh; she drew tempt- 
ing pictures of the summer beauty, and of her 
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happy taak of watching for travellers, to bring 

them under the shelter of the palm by the 

bright bubbling streamlet which she loved; she 

dwelt on the need of every hand in the busy 

harvest fields and tried to show her how she 

would be missed in the household, and bade her 

not cast those longing looks on the mountain 

tops, as if she had nothing else to do but watch 

for the bright messengers to take her away. 

"We are here to labour, Lilias," said Salome, 

" and we must work." 

"True, we are here to serve, dear mother," 

replied the little maiden, half reproaohfidly, "but 

we must love and wait. We are here to watch. 

I have learned that it is not the strong arm, smd 

the wise head alone that is needed; there must 

be little ones, like me, whose service is often 

silent, and none may see my place, yet I have 

one; the passion flower round our trellis may 

be called a foolish thing for looking to climb to 

heaven, and yet it has often brought me songs, 

and filled me with thanksgiving; it has only its 

flowers and its foliage, and yet the traveller will 

sit beneath its shadow, and more than one has 

blessed its starry blossom. Mother, to live and 
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love is a sweet service; but, oh! to do that in 
the happy Land, in the full sight of the King in 
His beauty ! " And Lilias looked no more on the 

anxious thought -clouded brow, but afar 

...afar her gaze was lost amid the mists of 

those hidden heights, the summits of those 
distant hills she once thought to climb with her 
childish strength to reach the land of Salem. 

''Hark! hark! canst thou not hear Himi" 
said Lilias, quickly, half rising from her pillow. 
The mother bent her head and listened. 

The sobbing of the wavelets against the 
strand — ^the distant whisper of the breeze in the 
palm that sheltered the doorway, midway in the 
Bock — the wing of the sea bird — all in one 
sweet summer chime of plaintive music came on 
her ear, and nothing more. 

''He has called me by my name, I know His 
voice. Ah ! thou wouldst not deny me, oh, my 
mother ! it is He who took me up in my filthy 
garments, and put His hands. His beautiful 
hands, upon me. Oh! I have longed to behold 
Him once more and for ever. I come! I re- 
joice!" 

"Nay, nay," said Salome, "not so;" and she 
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drew the curtain between the golden glory with- 
out, and the eyes of the watcher; but the 
drapery could not obscure the long bright rays 
that beamed softly on the peaceful face that 
turned to the point whence they fell. 

"Child ! child ! the summer is come ! sickness 
will pass away, thy step shall yet again be with 
ours, thy song shall still gladden our hearts — 
but not to Salem ! Oh ! say not home to Salem 

yet thou shalt serve here," cried Salome, 

passionately. 

"Nay, mother! said I not that I have my 
service] my feeble songs have been heard by the 
Prince we love ; if I trimmed my lamp, has He 
not smiled on it and guided its ray in the gloom) 
The oil is His, and the lamp is His, and the song 
is His, and the singer;" and her fingers fell on 
the viol over which they wandered. Salome 
clasped her hands, and turned her ear again to 
listen. "Mother, hold not the curtain over the 
brightness, let me gaze upon the glory." 

Salome reluctantly rose, and from the case- 
ment looked forth for an instant into the vaUey ; 
through the deepening shadows of the purple 

twilight, she beheld two strangers rapidly ap- 
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proaching the cottage. She watched them, — on, 

on they came ; the door flew open at their light 

touch, and noiselessly they ascended the stair, 

and one passed Salome bearing the signet of the 

King. The other was Blessing; but veiled as 

they had never gazed on her before : there was an 

awful dignity in the mien of the Stranger as he 

stood silently beside the oouch, which seemed to 

forbid the question that hovered on the lips of 

the mother, "Whence comest thou? who art 

thou]" Many a visitant had gone to and fro 

unquestioned, it is true; but many more had 

declared their mission and their name ; but this 

pale one, with folded wings and bent head, so 

powerful, and so strangely silent I — what did it 

forbode? 

In speechless dismay Salome gazed upon the 

Stranger-guest; he came forward as one that 

had authority; his fingers swept over the viol, 

and the strings rung and shivered beneath that 

touch; light as it was, it fell from the hand of 

the sweet minstrel He laid his hand upon her 

brow, and its pale beauty became marble; he 

drew nearer still, he touched the quiet breast of 

the little maiden, and she slept, but with lips 
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sweetly parted, as if to give a smiling welcome 
to the pale Stranger. Ah ! it was indeed the 
messenger of the great King to take the Lily of 
the garden to the Court of ^im who reigneth. 

Promise stood without and strove to enter, 
she whispered that Blessing — the much-loved 
Blessing — though veiled from their eyes, was 
waiting near them ; but her voice was not heard 
for Salome's wild weeping, as she called on her 
husband to save their child from the pitUess 
Stranger. 

Clement had missed the lamp from the 
turret in his homeward way, and hastened to 
behold the young watcher in the arms of the 
King's messenger. He looked upon the pale 
noble brow, and bent his head in reverence to 
the powerful, but unwelcome visitant; he recog- 
nised him as the conquered foe of the Lord of 
Salem, and now His servant; he knew the signet 
on his hand, but though he had met him in 
times past, it had only been a distant view of 
him as a passing shadow; never before under 
his household roof had he gazed upon the face 
of Death. 

The foster-fether bent his head — ^lowly, lowly, 
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and printed soft, fond kisses on the marble brow 
of the fairest of his flock, and clasping the dear 
form once more to his heart, resigned her to the 
Stranger who seemed to linger, preferring to 
fulfil his mission by receiving their child from 
them, rather than by snatching her rudely from 
the arms that had so tenderly striven to protect 
her. 

Salome, gaining hope from the brief delay, 
now prayed the stranger to tarry ; but the pale 
Messenger pointed to the stars now shining in 
the midnight sky; it may be they told the 
hour of their departure; may be other coimsel 
lingered in the action. 

Then Promise entered, comforting Clement; 

he was thinking how often the songs from that 

now silent chamber had cheered his own heart, 

and made sweet music for others. Oh! did he 

forget that the ear of the King Himself had 

bent down in tenderness to listen to the singer, 

and amid the triumphant shouts of victory, and 

golden harps of happy ones, there ever rose 

sweetly his sick child's song? Poor Salome! 

Vainly she resisted the tender entreaties of her 

husband, or the Boyal signet. She did not like 
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to give up her darling; she refused to believe 
that a messenger so stern and cruel could have 
a mission from One who was all Love^ — that the 
same hand that gave could take away. She 
pleaded to keep her daughter! she was her first 
gift in their cottage home ; she urged that Lilias 
gave promise of future usefulness, if her life 
could be renewed : that even now she was their 
earthly treasure, dearer than even Felix; — that 
she was the joy of her heart, that she was quite 
sure the King did not really intend to separate 

them that He would not be so cruel and, 

finally, she could not give her up but if she 

must be taken, then she would not stay behind, 
but go with her. The messenger, unmoved by 
Clement's love, was equally untouched by the 
tears and reproaches of the foster-mother. And 
now he raised the slumberer in his arms, and 
as he passed them, her pale lips murmured 
in her sleep, "Shall not my Father do what He 
will with His own child ? " At these words Cle- 
ment wiped the tears from his eyes, and beck- 
oned Promise to his side; then gently taking 
the hand of his wife, he whispered, "Behold the 

scroll ! It is well with the child !" And while 
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Promise from one line of light to another guided 
the trembling finger of the sorrowful Father, 
Peace drew near, and out of the loss of his sweet 
Lilias be began to realise, as never before, why 
the stem stranger pointed to the stars that one 
by one shone forth on the dark brow of night, 
tUl they had, as it were, a yoice to all sad 
watchers; yea! to all whose eyes were uplifted, 
and whose ears were opened to hear the sweet 
"words of Promise, whose voice sounded louder 
and clearer in the night season when all else was 
still. 

But Salome looked not forth — nay, she drew 
closer the heavy curtains, nor would she let one 
gleam of day brighten the gloomy chamber 
whence her treasure had been stolen, as she 
would blindly call it. The same hands raised 
vainly to arrest the pale messenger who bore 
away her darling, were stretched out after him 
still, but he passed from her in spite of her im- 
passioned efforts to seize and detain the child, 
and she found she held only the robe in which 
the beloved one had been enfolded ; she herself 
was gone with the stem visitant to her Father's 

home. Again and again a soft voice pleaded 
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for entrance, and through the curtaiued lattice 
a shadow often passed, seeking to win a glance 
from the mourner. But Salome resisted the 
gentle hand that sought admittance, and as she 
had denied the claim of the Stranger -herald 
because she knew him not, so also she denied 
that the dark shrouded form beside her was the 
same Blessing, who had once led the child of her 
affection to her arms. She pointed to the pillow 
so long pressed in patient watching — at the 
scroll on which her eyes had rested with de- 
light. Clement reminded her that the fair 
young head no more needed the one, and the 
other she was now reading in a light that will 
never grow dim. But Salome refused to be 
comforted; and if, when Clement departed on 
his daily labour, there came a wayfarer, none 
answered from within, or went forth with bread 
as heretofore, or brought water, or showed the 
trellis-seat beneath the sheltering passion-flower. 
And when the loyal friends of Salem stood there, 
they only saw her sad face, and though she 
bade them welcome, she only cared to sit be- 
neath the heavy wing of the 'hard -featured 
Distrust, and the evil Fear. 
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StUl the heralds came day by day to the cottage 
bearing messages of love ; but the mourner would 
not believe they were for her, nor would she read 
the letter which lay open upon her knee> though 
it told her of the King's exceeding love for her; 
they looked for an answer to some of their words 
of gentle pity, but none came. 

She sat alone, and in silence, for her grief was 
very great ; she kept the raiment of her daughter 
before her, and moistened it with her tears; she 
forgot all her duties, and grieved those who 
watched her. 

Think not that Clement had forgotten his 
sweet child. Oh, no ! As he steered his lonely 
bark homeward in the summer evenings, tears 
sprang to his eyes, and blinded for awhile his 
sight — ^he missed the little lamp that had so 
often given vigour to his weary arm ; he longed 
for the voice of his sea-bird who had cheered 
him in his work, and soothed him in his sorrows; 
but he never forgot whose gift she had been, and 
thankfully numbered up the years he had re- 
joiced in the treasure; he remembered that 
feeble voice,^so sweetly sounding once in his 

cottage-home, was now no longer faint, but swell- 
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ing in glad hosannas in the golden city of the 
King he loved. 

Sorrowful Salome ! Her lamp burnt dim in- 
deed, — none took heed of it; tears and sighs ob- 
scured its brightness; it burnt, but it was a pale 
flickering beam, and none in the dark waters were 
the better for the help of the fisherman's wife. 

Time went by, and Salome's eye was one day 
attracted to the marks of the storm that some- 
times visited their coasts; torn from beneath 
the waves in one of the bright rivulets of the 
ebbing tide, she marked some of the ocean 
flowers; the wild breakers had forced them out, 
bruising their delicate petals; and yet, as if 
they must still work their silent mission of 
life, they were spreading forth their strange 
mysterious blossoms even in the shallow bed 
of the little stream ; around all was devas- 
tation — which might, perhaps, have been less 
had her hand been, as it once was, ready, and 
her lamp kept clear and bright : the sea-flower 
seemed obeying, and thankful for the gleam 
of sunshine following the storm, and spreading 
itself in the beam, while she had-murmuringly 

turned away. Ah ! then she began to ask for 
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Promise, and Promise came ; and very sweet wan 
her task to bring a letter from the King of the 
Pilgrims. No stem rebuke met her eye, but 
the most tender compassion and loving words of 
comfort, mingled with sweet upbraiding for her 
distrust of His love and wisdom. He showed 
her that the Lily had been transplanted, and 
was now blooming in His summer garden ; that 
He Himself walked amid His dear children, and 
He had wiped away all their tears. Yes! this 
Great King who had delivered her from Ebal on 
the borders of the Dead sea condescended to 
visit her in her affliction, and pointed gently to 
the unread scroll upon her knee. 

If Salome wept before, oh! how much more 
now, as she listened with throbbing heart to the 
loving words of her gracious Friend ! 

She told over to Him all the hard thoughts 

that had arisen against Him, in spite of the 

many manifestations of His love. She told Him 

of her disappointment that He should have 

chosen to recall her sweet daughter, whom she 

expected to keep to be the joy of her age; and 

then confessed over and over again the doubts 

she had entertained of bet best Friend's Love, 
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that Friend whose every desure was to bless her. 
Happy woman ! the Prince smiled on her, and 
bade her be comforted, and she was so. 

Then, when her tears had ceased, she be- 
held her beloved Blessing smiling in at the 
casement, no longer obscured by the heavy cur- 
tain, but standing wide open to let in the sun- 
shine and balmy air, and then again the murmur 
of the fair things that once made music for her 
gentle singer^s viol had a new and holier melody 
to the thankful heart. And as the sky -birds 
passed the casement so long dark and silent, 
they heard a voice of cheer, while the fisherman 
no longer missed a light from the Cottage on the 
Bock. And yet — oh, never was forgotten the 
little lamp of the watch-child that had once 
reflected its pale lustre on the waters like an 
evening star. 

It was well that the casement was open, and 
the sweet but pensive face of Salome turned 
towards the East; for she saw — not her Ldly 
returning, not the dear Prince coming — ah, no! 
but Blessing, first at the casement, and then 
smiling at the half open door. She was not left 
outside this time — no tears or silence greeted 
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her, but glad-hearted rejoicings. Wrapped in 
her floating veil, that obscured so often her fair 
face, there lay a blooming child. Blessing had 
never but once appeared so beautiful in their 
eyes! she unfolded the treasure to their enrap- 
tured gaze. Oh ! then Blessing was praised and 
loved ; her hands were sought and kissed, and 
yet those hands were the same that had once 
led the pale Stranger to the couch of their dar- 
ling; the Lily that was now blooming in the 
Paradise of Beulah. 

Then the fisherman and his wife sent message 
after message to the King, full of thankfulness; 
and from Salome the express desire that she 
might hold this little one always ready for Him 
when He sent for it; that she now understood 
it was only lent to her, to take care of for Him, 
and it was His when He chose to send for it 
again. So they called the name of the little 
one Rhoda, or Rose, because she was the joy of 
their heart, and to remind them of the Rose of 
Sharoui whose love had made their desolate 
wilderness a garden of delight. 

Salome rocked her child to sleep with the 

songs of a grateful heart, and the infant was 
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cradled with whispered visions of glory, in which 
her fair sister was shining; and as the mother 
watched her intelligence awaken, and beheld the 
strange sweet smiles that flitted over the face of 
the slumbering babe, it soothed her heart to 
think that some echo of the far-off song her 
loved Lily was singing came on the infant's soul; 
that the hit familiar household face, hidden from 
their view, was smiling on her summer Rose. 
It is true, a veil separated the child of rest from 
the land of tears; but yet might not a breath 
of heavenly air raise some fold of its mysteiious 
screen, and thus, in that infant slumber, the 
eyes of the sleeper may have been privileged to 
gain a glimpse of some bright being from the 
Court of Salem, or catch the rustling of white 
wings, or the whispers of the love that never 
changes nor grows cold — a love deeper than 
that of a mother to her nursling ! 

She saw them not — none can see — but the 
written scroll of Truth told her that legions of 
glorious creatures watched around her Father^s 
children; whose noiseless footsteps were about 
her pathway, and whose folded wings raised 
ramparts round her bed. 

134 



!|if S^titBgi Bu i|ie imtk 



AN ALLEGORY. 



©Ijapter Vi. 



THE DUMB CHILD 



Close at my side a flower grew, 

A fragile bud, so small ; 
None marked it, yet I cherished it, 

The fondest of them aU. 
One came, and though I knew His voice, 

My heart grew faint and cold ; 
I said, ** Lord, wait ! that little one 

Will fairer hues unfold." 

He heeded not — He plucked the bud, 

And smiling on me said, 
'^ I planted it, and it shall bloom 

In Paradise instead. 
This clime is all too cold for it, 

But there, 'mid Eden's bowers, 
Thy little bud shall gn)w to be 

The fairest of my flowers. 

" "Weep not ! I am not grieved with thee, 
Though I thy treasures cull ; 
'Tis but to give them back again 

More richly beautiful. 
I lent them to thy loving heart. 
And soon thy Lord shall say, 
* Thy work is done, thy crown is won, 
Rise up ! and come away ! ' 

" Still tend for me, one fleeting hour. 

This garden of thy care ; 
Days there will be, when thou wilt miss 

Thy bud and streamlet there. 
Look to the plains of Paradise, 

Where joys immortal beam, 
There thou shalt find thy bud a flower. 

Thy rippling brook a stream ! " 




CHAPTER VI. 

THE DUMB CHILD. 

.HERE was one who mourned the sweet 
minstrel, when the grief of Salome and 
Clement had been healed; one who 
missed the every -day guidance of the 
gentle household teacher. The steps 
of Felix, before so ready to wander 
while he had one to watch and recall him, were 
now oftener kept around his own dwelling, his 
eye was more frequently on the King's letter. 
He longed after the land of Beulah as never be- 
fore ; he read there that the King had taken 
his fair young sister in His arms, amid the 
white robed throng in the garden of eternal 
spring! and had led her to one fountain after 

another ; and the drooping Lily of this land of 
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blighting wind and storm, now bloomed fair and 
strong, and waited for her young companion by 
the side of Him whose love was their dearest 
theme. 

Oh! little lambs have sweet service for the 
Shepherd, — ^the flower plucked and laid on the 
sick pillow, the soft step, the gentle whisper, 
the new hymn; all these are the alms of the 
little ones, cast into the treasury and counted 
up with the widow's mite, and the lives and toil 
of strong men. Not who doeth most — ^not who 
knoweth most — ^but who loveth most, and who 
loveth much ! 

Oh ! children, will ye not love 1 Now before 
the dark days come, make ye your nests in the 
Hock; learn ye the song of the sky-birds; sing 
the song that the King of heaven, your good 
Shepherd, your gracious Saviour, shall heed 
amid the choral joys of angels, and the whis^ 
pered prayers of saints, and the first low mur- 
mured sigh of the contrite heart ! 

Oh ! little ones, whom the Lord would fain 

take to-day in His arms, and put His hands on, 

and bless — Come ! oh ! come to Jesus ! Your 

sins shall be forgiven you, your sports and joys 
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shall be more sweet, your sorrows shall have a 
faithful Comforter ; you will find a Friend that 
time shall never take from you, and distance 
never remove ; you shall have One able and 
willing to sympathize in your unlearned task, 
and your forgotten book; to whom you may 
tell over your least want; who will give you 
His Holy Spirit ; who will teach you to remem- 
ber His word; to whom you can confess your 
sinful doings and imholy thoughts : thus He will 
shew you more and more of His love, a love to 
which a mother's love is cold, and a father's 
changeful 

Oh ! children, will ye not love this lovely 
Stranger? He is altogether lovely! Go not 
away until you can say, **This is my Friend! 
I am His Lamb ! He is my beloved Shepherd, 
even Jesus ! " 

Felix, who had so often resented the watchful- 
ness of his tender sister, now longed for the 
love that had been over him for good ; and as 
he sat upon the rocky crag overlooking the 
ocean, with the book upon his knee, he thanked 
the good Shepherd again and again for sending 
messengers to him to tell, him of the love He 
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bore him; he remembered how he and his 
family hstd been delivered from death, from the 
yawning pit and the devouring flames, and 
thought over how these had scared Lilias from 
the land where her natural relations still dwelt ; 
he called to mind the miry clay out of which 
she had been lifted, all soiled and stained as she 
had been, until the boy*s heart fairly melted 
within him; and he cried to the King not 
only to assure him that he was His son, but 
to teach him some of those lessons of old, 
for Lilias had left him before he had learnt 
them. 

Yes ! Lily was right ! She had a service — a 
service with all with whom she lived; she had 
been sent to the place, the very place in which 
she was to serve ; and the seed her young hand 
had scattered in much love, both on the high- 
way and from her little turret -tower, was 
springing up, while the young sower was safe 
sheltered from cold winds and scorching heat in 
the pleasant land ! 

Oh, yes ! little ones ! ye can love, ye can 
serve ! All have a place in the Father's house : 
where there is room for the Elder Brother, there 
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is room for you; where He is, there shall ye be 
also. Come in, infant of days ! the first-bom is 
not dearer than the last-bom who but lisps the 
name of "Father" in accents of love! There is 
a harp for you, a palm, a little crown that will 
fit no other infant brow; little one, there is 
room for you ! Sinner ! has such love no charm 
for thee] He calleth thee — Come in! Weary 
one, there is rest for thee — Come in! Mourner, 
there is comfort for thee — Come in! Lonely 
one, here is a Friend for thee that never changes 
nor grows cold — Come in! Look! it is a wide 
two-leaved door, open, wide open, day and night* 

No harsh porter forbids the little ones to 
enter; no stem disciple there shall bid them 
depart; the disciples love one another, for now 
they know Him, whom to know is life indeed ! 

Come in! Abraham and David, and Daniel 
and John, and Peter and Paul have crossed, 
before ye, the very same threshold your feet 
must tread to go to Jesus. Dear little palm- 
bearers. Come in ! Come in ! 

Now the infant grew in beauty and in strength ; 

but sad was the trial of the family who had 

hailed her, hoping she would in measure fill the 
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breach that the visit of the Angel had made in 
their little company — Bhoda was dumb ! Never 
could they look forward to her simple questions, 
or hear her lisp the name so precious to their 
own hearts! Never cotdd they teach the 
mute tongue to join in their songs of joy, nor 
know the sweet accents of the far off land. 

Ah! love is rich in resources, and if aught 
is withdrawn or denied, all is made easy still. 
The tiny feet loved to follow Felix ; and hushed 
to sleep on that dear brother^s heart, Rhoda 
soon learnt a thousand ways of communi- 
cation, which was thus perfectly established 
between them. Salome and Clement, after the 
first sharp feeling of disappointment, beheld 
with wonder and awe the new language which 
those deep blue thoughtful eyes seemed to have 
learnt. 

Rocked in their little boat upon the summer 
tide, the mother watched the boy, now in turn a 
loving guardian, and marked the ingenious signs 
that had taught Rhoda the deep secret of home- 
love, so that, pointing to the distant hills, she 
would clap her hands in joy, and shew them in 

her own way, that she understood well that the 
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storms which broke the pearl shells, and laid 
waste the little sea -weed bowers she erected, 
came not there; all was like the calm sunset, 
rest, and glory, and happy summer, and all the 
gift of the Prince : this, more than all, saddened 
them; for if the dumb child could thus express 
somewhat of the things she seemed to under- 
stand, how they longed for more. 

Some pilgrims pitied the poor parents, and 
some despised them for being so happy in their 
afOiiction. Distrust whispered that it was a fit 
punishment for such an ungrateful woman a^ 
Salome had lately proved herself; and that the 
child would doubtless remind her of her wicked 
rebellion, and keep her ashamed all the days of 
her life. Nothing of the sort ! Salome bade the 
evil tongue be still, and not dare prattle to her. 
Rosa was sent in the arms of Blessing from the 
King, her King! Discontent told Clemeat he 
would never know if the child w^re really to 
be a citizen of Beulah hereafter, and that she 
would never be able to work, or sing, or join in: 
any of those happy services he delighted in; 
for a little while the poor man went on in sad- 
ness, but he remembered he could send to the 
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King about that at once, so all the evil spirit 
did was to send him anew to get a sweet mes- 
sage of help from Beulah ! And at last they 
said, "Our little daughter is a precious gift; she 
teaches us all to look more to the beautiful 
creation of the land aroimd us, and up oftener 
to the land above us, and thus we learn a 
language from our dumb darling!" No fear 
mingled in these happy moments, for their wil- 
derness Rose was neither sickly nor otherwise 
afflicted; and what wa. denied her in speech, 
seemed amply compensated by her cheerful 
bright spirit. Little Rhoda grew in beauty, 
and the parents delighted to see her timidly 
venturing in the path where once Felix had 
trodden, led by their loved one; they beheld 
in the gentle guardianship of their boy over his 
dumb sister, a continuation of the ministry of 
the little wandering maiden, led that happy day 
to their door. Felix would take her with him 
in his boat and point her to the home above, 
and strive to make her understand that no sea 
roared there, and no tears were ever shed ; and 
soon a strange intelligence seemed to deepen 

between the child, the loving spirit of her 
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guardian brother, and that sky m its varied 
aspects, and its wondrous lore. Oh ! how he 
longed to hear her tongue unloosed, lisping the 
name so dear to them ! Many of the pOgrims 
said she was too young to fathom their thoughts ; 
but she was not too dull or too young to love, 
or to understand, and it was a sweet task to guide 
her by a language she comprehended, and one 
which was even a full recompense to Salome 
for the disappointment of never hearing words 
from the lips of her gentle child. Thus their 
happiness was complete, for they who had once 
thought Lilias so needful to their comfort, and 
therefore leaned on her as a beautiful staff, 
now felt how needful they were to their help- 
less Bhoda, and therefore the affections of the 
fond parents again unconsciously twined round 
this fair bud, as once round their Lily blos- 
som. 

One summer morning, when the sun -light 
danced in the palm-trees, and rippled on the 
brook, and made every pebble and shell on the 
beach shine like glancing gems, Salome sat on 
the threshold of their cottage, watching the 

bright -faced child at her feet, as she seemed to 
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hang on the signs of Felix, which told her of 
the kind King who made the garden so fair. 
At last the boy paused, and hanging fondly over 
his mother, he enquired, "Mother, when will 
the Prince of Salem come to gather His waiting 
people to Himself, away from all our enemies, 
and afar from that cruel plotter, him of Ebal ) " 

"We know not the day nor the hour, but we 
must be foimd watching," replied Salome. 

"I do watch, mother; for at night when the 
clouds come rolling over the sanset hills, I think 
He may come then; and when the light dawns 
oyer the sea, and you all lie sleeping and quite 
still, I think He may be on the way, for you 
said, then would the day break, and the shadows 
flee away; oh, mother! how bright the day will 
be for thee ! thou wilt see our Lily in His 
hand, and surely, though but a sleeping bud, 
our Rose upon His bosom — yes! on the bosom 
of the Prince of Salem ! both thine, mother — 
both His I 

Salome smiled at the thought, but her heart 
was all too full to speak, for the rosy cheek of 
the child was flushed into strange beauty, and 
the lips moved as if some new power were at 
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work, but no sound met the ear But now 

the blue eyes are uplifted in rapture. Salome 
and Felix looked around; nothing was there but 
the sunlight on the dancing waters; above, 
nothing but the clouds piled in the sunny noon, 
like snowy temples with their shining domes. 
But over the blue sky there darkened a shadow; 
it might be the wing of an eagle poised up above 
with her eaglets on her pinions. It flitted 
by — and now returned, and deepened. The 
child stretched forth her eager arms, as though 
Felix had wooed her with loving words to his 

embrace There stood the Stranger-guest, for 

Salome had once before beheld him, no longer 
stem though pale; and as the face of her little 
Eose grew brighter as the messenger approached, 
the mother felt her own cheek blanch in terror. 

Then he said softly, he was commissioned to 
transplant a tender flower to her Father's home. 

Then Salome prayed him to tarry, for they 

were uncertain if the little dumb child had an 

assured place there. Ah ! she remembered in 

the days when she first received Khoda, how she 

had promised to give back her summer Rose if 

it should be required of her; and now she 
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thought upon the pledge ahe had given, and 
wept. 

She pleaded in a letter to the King that the 
nursling was all too young for any service, and 
could not even lisp the name of ''Abba;'' that 
as yet she could not walk without kind hands to 
guide her, and there was surely no place yet 
prepared for her dumb child. 

But Blessing told her she was mistaken ; that 
the least child of the Fathei's house had a place 
assigned it, and the King knew who were His 
— even those who loved Him, though their 
whispered watchword had never reached the 
human ears of the listening people here ; that 
a harp was strung for the little one's hand, and 
that the youngest child of the Father^s house 
was as dear as the eldest Son, the first-bom of 
many brethren. 

The messenger had not come in wrath, far 
from it, and would wait, for the Master loved a 
cheerful giver. 

" Oh, let her go, dear mother," said Felix ; 
''surely, surely she has sight of the shining 
strangers, or has caught some glimpse of the 
Land very far off— of the King in His beauty !" 

148 



THE DUMB OHILD. 

The face of the child kindled into rapture as 
the stranger bent and raised her in his arms. 

"Oh! will you leave me, Rose! my Rose!" 
cried Salome, stretching forth her hands, "and 
to go with a stranger]" 

"She sees no stranger," said Blessing, "but 
troops of radiant beings, brighter than the stars 
that shone upon your first grief" 

Ah ! that night of stars brings back the 
Borrowing one, and through the sobs that break 
forth, the willing word is heard, "Even so, 
Father." 

Ten thousand sweet voices took up the words, 
and o'er the golden harp strings of the rejoicing 
throng, "Even so Father" sounded sweetest of 
all; yea^ even above the first lisped note of the 
dumb child's praise, "Abba^" that by some 
electric power seemed to throb on the mother's 
ear. 

The arms of Salome were not folded in desola- 
tion as heretofore ; they were upraised in joy and 
wonder, that the voice of one she thought unmeet 
for service, took part In the melodies of heaven. 

The mother wept not, but opened her precious 
casket, and found a deep joy in reading of that 
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bliss she felt sure was the portion of her darling. 
Oh ! mysterious love, of which she was learning 
the secret A love that giveth to all who will 
receive, and nothing asks wherewith to purchase 
it. The dumb child had not even worked one 
hour in the Vineyard, as Felix had; nor sung 
her songs, and kept a tiny lamp on the watch- 
tower like Lilias; she had not toiled weary hours 
like Clement and herself; she had only love to 
give. Love for kind hands that guided her — 
love for dear arms that sheltered her — love for 
One she could so darkly comprehend — but it 
was love, though she could not tell how fair He 
was to her dim perceptions. They had thought 
of her as a strange shell, or a wonderful flower; 
and, lo ! she had sprung from their grasp like a 
young fledged bird, and startled them with a 
burst of song as she rose on an outstretched 
wing towards the blue heavens, to be heard on 
earth no more. Fear not, mourning mother I 
the child of many prayers is gathered by Love 
from the arms of Faith. 

Then came to the foster-mother^s memory all 
the past years of tender forbearance and watch- 
ful kindness on the part of the Bang, her 
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unnumbered provocations, her doubtful reception 
of His indulgent goodness, and the faithfulness 
which had never, never failed her; and so she 
sat not alone to weep, but rose and went forth 
to meet her husband, and tell him that the King 
had sent for little Rose, and Rose must have 
known all about it, for as the messenger led her 
away she heard her answer to the King's message, 
''Abba!" It was enough! and they looked in 
each other^s faces and thanked the tender Prince 
for lending two of His dear ones to gladden 
their wilderness way; and went on to tell to 
others more sad than themselves, that a mother 
may forget her nursling, but the King does not 
forget His least one. 

The Rose was gone from their garden, and 
the Lily from their rocky home; but He who 
had planted them had gathered them, and while 
all else had changed around their sea-girt dwell- 
ing, He Himself was unchanged and unchange- 
able ! 

Again Salome was seen more tenderly minis- 
tering to travellers ; more ready to perform the 
sweet offices of love to the afflicted pilgrims; 
more carefully watchful to guide Felix. If age 
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had bent the erect fonn of Clement, it had im- 
parted a firmer tread, and a stronger clasp to 
the staff which supported him; and many a 
one said, "The foolish Merchant has surely 
sent all his wealth before him, for he fears 
not storm or tempest, though he is but a 
dweller in the Cottage on the Rock." 

And when pilgrims beheld Clement follow 
the same pale Stranger, hand linked in hand 
with the happy Salome, they said, "There 
goes the wise Fisherman and his loving wife ! 
Men may build palaces on the sand, and be 
none the better, but it is true enough that he 
who builds his house upon the Eock, abideth in 
peace for ever!" 
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THE YOUNG WATCHMAN. 



" Oprv the gate to me, Blessed Bedeemer ! 

Seonre on the Rook of Thy Promise I stand ; 
Open the gate to me ! darkness snrroandeth me, 

Sure is Thy CoTonant graved on Thine Hand!" 
" Who art thoo, Stranger, that knockest so fearlessly t" 

" Lord ! Thou hast known how my foot was beguiled; 
From sin's heavy bondage, Thy Blood hath delivered me. 

Love's condescension hath called me Thy Child." 
" Thou hast denied, and betrayed, and forsaken Me; 

Hast tbon not feared lest my faithfalness fail? 
Long did I wait at thy door, and it opened not. 

Why should the cry of the truant prevail ?** 
" Yea, Lord ! too true, in the sunshine I slumbered. 

Oft from Thy warning voice turned me away. 
Hard was my heart, when Thou chastened in tenderness. 

Yet wilt Thou look on me, 8aviour, to day 7 
Dost Thou not meet all who seek Thee confidingly; 

My need is my plea, and my hope is Thy word. 
I rest on Thy Promise, Thy Love, and Thy faithfulness. 

Still in the darkness I '11 wait for my Lord ! 
Friendless, forsaken, with sorrows unspoken, 

Thou, Thou hast watched o'er me, my sin Thou hast known ; 
' Only trust,' Thou hast said, and Thou never hast failed me, 

I rest on the Bock of Bedemption alone ! " 
Long seemed the silence — it was but a moment ; 

Soft loomed the shadows like mists of the morn ; 
Angels have stooped o'er the threshold to listen 

For a voice beyond music at midnight upborne. 
Far sweeter than Seraph-songs, sounds the glad welcome— 

" Since thou hast believed, as thou wilt, let it be ; 
Thy face, oh I poor wanderer, come hide in My bosom. 

Faith tried in the furnace, rests still upon Me. 
Bring forth the best robe, and the new wine of gladness I 

Oh ! weak one, still trusting alone on my Word, 
Enshrouded no more in the shadows, behold Me, 

And enter, beloved, the joy of thy Lord ! " 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

THE YOUNG WATCHMAN. 

^ELIX was now left alone; he missed 
the counsel of his father, and the loye 
and companionship of her who had 
guided and made bright his childhood. 
But childhood too was gone, and there 
lay before him the wide sea, and the 
far off plains ; when a sense of the necessity of 
understanding why he was there, just where he 
was, and in that position, broke upon his mind. 
He felt he had been leaning on others, fol- 
lowing them in their work, resting on their 
guidance, rather than seeking to know the right 
way for himself. They were gone ! friends, 
guardians, and companions of his boyhood; but 
the ELing was not further off, neither was the 
chart less intelligible, or the compass less faith- 
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f ul ; SO he took the precious scroll, once the joy 
of Grace, and since then the delight of the 
dwellers on the Bock, and set himself to study 
the bearing of the coasts around, tracing the 
lines marked out as '* dangerous," and examining 
with his telescope the distant, bright- looking, 
shifting sands, which were distinguished ''to be 
avoided " as quicksands, shoals, <fec. 

The sea was alike open to those who inhabited 
Ebal, the city on the sands, and the dwellers 
on the Bock; it was traversed by pirates, and 
infested by the King's enemies under every 
possible form and disguise, even to the very 
borders of the kingdom. Varied were the 
features of its storms and tempests, and it hid 
beneath its calmest waters the whirlpool and 
resistless currents. 

The youth sat meditating as he listened to 
the wild waves of the ocean, as they rose and 
fell against the Bock on which he lived; and 
there sprang up in his soul a longing for the 
sweet security and calm joy in which those he 
loved now rested, and a more intense desire to 
know how he could serve and die for that 
beloved King who had purchased the poor 
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rebel's life by a priceless ransom. Then he 
unrolled the chart He read with eagerness 
of the shore where no storms came, where no 
hidden dangers brooded, where he should weep 
no more for faults committed, and where his 
imperfect vision through the telescope should 
be exchanged for the certain reality of pos- 
session. 

" Shall I sit idle all my days ?" said Felix. 
"By no means/' said Vain-glory, who, with a 
scowling band from Ebal, watched with deep in- 
terest this hour's meditation by the sea. " By 
no means; go forth and fight the Prince of 
Gehenna." 

" You are but a child," said Sloth; '*you need 
not do anything; when you grow to be a man, 
then you will learn better how to enter the 
service of the Great Captain you talk about." 

"True, I am not much more than a child," 
said Felix deliberately, half convinced that 
Sloth was right. 

"Even a child is known by his doings," 

whispered Promise. " Ah ! my sweet Promise, 

my golden Promise!" said Felix; "you are 

right ! and if I wait for some great thing to do, 
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and sit still until I feel strong enough to accom- 
plish it, I may he sent for, home to Salem first, 
and what have I to answer the King when I 
give in the account of the time He granted me 
for His servicer' 

"Why," replied Vain-glory, with a sneer, 
"you can tell what wonderful discoveries you 
made in the scroll that no one else ever made 
out, and repeat all the mysterious data and 
computations, and surmises drawn &om them, 
and then men will call you the wise son of 
Clement — ^that is something!" 

" And if I attain to all that knowledge, what 

then) shall I hoast that I studied the coast, 

and the signals, and hy careful watchfulness I 

avoided many a shoal on which others perished] 

Will not that great King, whose compassion is 

over all His works, enquire of me, where is the 

wanderer I helped to steer? what shipwrecked 

mariner I had piloted to the Bock? what 

distressed traveller I had succoured, and to 

what destitute orphan I had given food and 

shelter? what heedless ones on that far-off 

quicksand I had warned ? Far off across the 

ocean stretches the land on which many an 
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unwary bark has foundered. Often my sweet 
sister's tiny lamp guided others, besides our 
household band on a stormy night over those 
wild waters, and if I could but follow her 
example, or build a tower on that distant 
point, it would guide to the harbour of refuge. 
I have my silver trumpet, and my willing arm, 
surely then, I may help some reckless ones in 
their time of need, and save lives for my 
Prince's service ! Let me see, what would it 
cost r 

"Perhaps the best years of your life, and 
none any the better for it," whispered Ex- 
pediency. 

"That is true," said Felix, for a moment 
baffled; "but the best years of life are the 
most acceptable after all; that shall not be an 
objection, and I shall be the better for trying 
even if I do not succeed." 

" Think of the difficulties," said Sloth ; " how 

you would miss the pleasant morning hours 

basking in the sunlight of these delights; these 

are given you to enjoy; besides, the tower will 

be so long building, you will be called away 

before it is finished." 
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Hope drew near to Felix, whose eyes drooped 
in sad contemplation of the possibility of a life 
of inaction, because of his youth and inex- 
perienoe, and whispered, ^'Be of good cheer; 
better to be called home before your service is 
completed here, than before it is begun !" 

"Yes!" said Felix, "and Lily's lamp was 
cheering if it was nothing else." 

"True," said Discontent, "but your light 
would be still less than her little lamp; yours 
would not even be observed on such a broad 
extent of waters, and would be too faint to 
win any one to the harbour." 

"Nay," whispered Hope, "do not listen to 
those evil counsellors; you have yet to learn 
that men struggling in the wild billows for life, 
never pause to ask if the lamp is held by the 
hand of a child, or distrust it because it seeros 
but a feeble spark. It is welcome if it only 
points aright; better is one ray of light no 
bigger than a glow-worm than all darkness, 
surely." 

" Hope, thou art ever cheering me on," cried 
Felix ; " and, dear Promise, do you keep close 

beside me, and I will tiy," 
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A few days had passed, when the youth might 
be seen busily preparing his vessel, looking 
narrowly at his compass and chart, and then for 
the first time he launched his little boat, " The 
Good Intent," upon the waters. 

Before he sailed, he desired a token of Love 
from the King; for, indeed, there were moments 
when his heart failed him, and he feared he had 
been foolish in rejecting the wise counsels of 
the grave-looking travellers, whose bewUdering 
advice he had slighted. But upon the threshold 
of the cottage, with a golden circlet on her fair 
brow, there smiled the loving Promise. " My 
Promise ! my golden Promise !" exclaimed Felix; 
and there was lustre round her brow that 
seemed to leave a mellow radiance on the 
shadow where she passed. ''You bring me a 
word from the King ! " 

"When thou passest through the waters, / 
will be with thee." And Promise had brought 
this from his King ! his father's King ! his be- 
loved Benefactor, in whose service he desired 
to pass the best years of his life. "/ will be 
with thee." A royal message! What power 

came with it ! With this the hand of the least 
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He became weary of watching the bearing of 
the strange coast, and listening only to the 
ripple of the water against the boat — he fell 
asleep. 

How long he had slumbered, he knew not; 
bat a sudden shock awoke him, and threw him 
on his face at the bottom of the boat. The 
tackle was all in disorder, in vain he tried 
to right it. A storm arose, and the little boat 
became tossed by the winds, and at last drifted 
back to those very shoals over which he had 
triumphantly sailed at high-tide; those shoals 
of which he had been so often warned, beneath 
that very promontory marked out as " danger- 
ous." The day was fast fading, and he was as 
distant from the object of his desires, nay, 
further, than when the morning broke, and 
when his heart had bounded at the sweet words 
of Promise, and the gleaming smile of approval 
that met him from Hope. 

The little vessel grazed against a jutting crag, 

and soon was embedded in the sands. Hopeless, 

he made no effort to get it off; mist arose over 

the distant scene, and his chart lay unconsulted, 

his compass unwatched. Shadows deepened, 
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hours became. At length, a voice, it might 
have been an echo, responded to his cry of 
distress ; but it was followed by laughter, light 
and gay. 

Felix remembered that this line of coafit was 
marked 'Mangerous" on the map; he remem- 
bered to have read that there were deep slime 
pits around ; that none of his kindred had ever 
lived there, and not one of the citizens of Salem 
had tarried there without loss of some kind. 

Again, the voice rang on the air; it came 
nearer, and Felix did not make an effort to free 
himself from dangers of which he knew nothing, 
by trusting himself to the boat, where Promise 
might yet linger. No! curiosity led him to 
listen to the strange voice, until he abandoned 
the boat, the chart, and the compass, and all he 
once treasured so dearly, and followed in the 
direction of the sound. He found himself on 
a broad plain, hedged in on each side by per- 
cipitous barriers of coral reefing, that hid the 
gulph that stretched beyond. Torches gleamed 
here and there to lure boats with false signals 
to the fatal shore, or light up some scene of 
revelry or solemn looking temple. 
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and that even the compass was to be taken as 
each imagined it pointed^ without any perplex- 
ing thought, or consultation with the chart; 
and that the King was a good King, and de- 
lighted in the happiness of all beings, and he 
wished them to delight themselves in all those 
things which so many stupid people thought 
forbidden. Then she bade him look on those busy 
merry-makers, with garlands of flowers and gay 
fluttering garments, and know them as bent on 
the same service as himself; enjoying the feast 
and dance, and serving as each one thought 
best, without need of scroll or directions, more 
than their own wisdom proclaimed waa right. 
Felix listened, then he suffered his hand to be 
taken, and then between Folly and Presump- 
tion, he entered the festal chamber. His eyes 
at first were dazzled, and at last his senses 
bewildered as he moved forward; and then 
he listened with awe and wonder to some of 
the strange secrets revealed to him, that seemed 
at first concealed by apparent danger. He 
thought it possible the new light breaking upon 
him might set aside the chart altogether. But, 

then, what should he do for a guide; the words 
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longed to be quite sure that these forms, that 
appeared so exceeding fair in the artificial light 
which spread abroad, were really like himself — 
ransomed from the powers of Ebal, rescued from 
the flaming gulf of Gehenna, children of the 
Great King. 

But, ah ! as he alternately reasoned and fought 
with Fear, he only seemed to get more en- 
thralled. Then the thought arose, — was he in- 
deed a child of the Eang? or if he were, what 
advantage had he in it over others? So on he 
went, and in answer to the bland invitation of 
the dancers of the feast, he passed beneath 
the garlands of flowers, and entered the ban- 
quet hall ; they poured out the sparkling wine^ 
and he was about raising it to his lips, when 
an adder that had lain concealed, coiled round 
his arm, and bit him severely; the goblet lay 
shattered at his feet — his lips had only touched 
the brim. Quickly was another presented, but 
anguish filled every vein, his wounded hand 
hung helplessly by his side. 

He was hungry and thirsty no longer, for the 
sense of his hunger was absorbed in disap- 
pointmenty and thirst by the anguish of the 
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it was all he could do, and pushed forcibly 
away the ready hands that would have assisted 
him over the threshold. 

It was in that very gate Lilias had sat and 
wept; in that spot she had knelt and entreated, 
through a dark night, for her wandering brother^s 
return, nor did she leave until a carrier dove, 
followed by sweet Assurance, promised help. 
The spell was broken ! that one look upwards, 
that one groan, and Felix rose, bruised, weary, 
smarting with pain— his tormentors, at leaat, 
were a step removed; he looked around, and 
there the snow white ensign of his King, which 
yesterday had floated over " The Good Intent," 
was now nailed to the flag -staff above him, 
spreading its pure and spotless folds over the 
helpless youth, in an enemy's country. The 
cold dawn of the morning refreshed his heated 
brow, and, throwing up his arras, he cried, " If 
I am the King's sou, surely I am the most care- 
less and disobedient of the family ! This is the 
promontory of Evil ; it is the shoal of Folly, and 
Superstition, and Presumption. The ensign has 
been stolen through my neglect, and now wan- 
derers will be lured to destruction." 
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accepting the hospitalities pressed upon them 
by the Ebalites, for such Felix now knew them 
to be. But in spite of the pain and mortifica- 
tion he was enduring, the young watchman 
stood up and warned them from the path of the 
destroyer. They heeded him not, but pointed 
to the white banner above, while Felix bent 
his head in shame, and the loud laugh of De- 
rision followed his eflforts to reveal the perfidy. 

One old man alone of that shipwrecked band 
expostulated with them, while he urged Felix 
to escape. 

" The Good Intent " lay on the ocean, Felix 

looked abroad and saw it; every sail gone, 

nothing but her oars left, and every avenue 

of flight was cut off — she had drifted afar with 

the current: he gazed over the trackless sea; 

the billows that had spent their fury in casting 

the last wreck upon the fatal coast were now 

calm, but seemed to be waiting only for his 

destruction. He marked many of the poor 

strangers gathering to their feast; he looked 

upon his wounded arm 1 and then, not till then, 

he looked stedfastly above him. For the first 

moment he saw only the white flag; but the 
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There was a gleam upon the darkness as the 
old mariner paused. Some might say it was a 
star rising from the dark blue depths of the 
ocean; but soon the bright finger of Promise, 
with its ring of surpassing beauty, pointed to the 
scroll that lay crumpled in the breast of the 
sorrowful youth; he took it forth and read, "/ 
will be with thee." . . . That was all he could 
read; it was enough; he drew forth the silver 
trumpet, and raised it to his lips. Faint and 
trembling were the notes he breathed; even the 
old mariner who bent over him could scarcely 
distinguish the quivering sound from that of 
the waves which rippled over the pebbles at 
their feet ; but both started at the rapid result. 
A thousand echoes, soft and silvery, floated over 
and around, and the youth beheld an angel 
form radiant in beauty, and in a light so trans- 
cendant that he veiled his face. The shield of the 
angelic warrior was of woven sunbeams, shining 
through the gloom as if searching every den of 
darkness; none could look upon it and live. 

" Go up my son," he said in tones of sweet 

and solemn tenderness : " Go up and take yon 

ensign from the enemy." 
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Felix fell on his face as be exclaimed, ^' How 
can I, single handed, weak and wounded, do this 
thing, my Lordl" 

But the glorious Warrior replied, " Fear not, 
I am with thee, I will fight for thee, I will 
deliver thee ! go forward !" 

Then Felix arose, saying, " I go, even as thou 
hast commanded.*' 

Before him, went his glorious Deliverer, who 
tore down the floating banner, and placed it in 
the hands of the grateful Felix, while the 
Ebalites shrank into their caves to hide them- 
selves from the presence of the Conqueror, and 
to tremble as they believed in the deliverance 
of their victim. 

^' More than conqueror," replied Promise, 
exultingly. 

The boat still lay afar off, but calling on the 

old mariner to follow, Felix threw himself into 

the water, and waving the Mr banner ere he 

folded it to his breast, he now, with his new 

friend by his side, shouted to some on the 

strand, "Come with us!" But the youth, 

remembering his first defeat, pointed only to 

the whole pennon that now floated above " The 
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Good Intent," and cried, "Come, for He is 
faithful that promised !" 

One old mariner seemed to be all the freight 
that Felix was to bear from this first and only 
voyage ; and now he was homeward bound. 

Humble and rejoicing at the love and gracious 
forgiveness of his beloved Sovereign, Felix set 
sail with his companion. The tempest gathered 
round them, a heavy mist enshrouded them, 
but they were homeward bound ! and this, 
again and again they repeated to each other, 
as one billow after another brought them further 
from the shore. Homeward bound, it was true ! 
Yet all seemed strange; the way they knew 
not. 

When he first embarked, Felix, enraptured by 
the new beauties of the voyage as they opened 
upon him, had half forgotten the great errand 
of his life as a watchman; now, the way had no 
delights, but his errand of serving his beloved 
King absorbed his thoughts, while the desire for 
the approval of his Sovereign was now the sole 
object in his service. 

Darkness fell around him, and the elements 

seemed to wreak their wrath upon the frail 
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vessel, and the yawning waves threatened to 
engulph her; but she rose and fell on the white 
crested billows like a sea-bird, and kept on her 
way, guided and guarded by unseen hands. 

If the lightning flashed across her, it only 
revealed the feithomless depths below, and its 
lurid glare above, disclosed but a canopy of 
storm-cloud which veiled the horizon from the 
wistful glance of the voyagers. 

The heart of the youth quailed; he thought 
how heedlessly he had slumbered on the morn- 
ing watch, when the sea in its calm beauty 
might have allowed him to make valuable ob- 
servations, and now it threatened to bury his 
little bark beneath its turbulent waves; heart- 
sick and weary, he often wept, but through 
his tears the gleaming finger of the radiant 
messenger met his eye. 

"When thou passest through the waters, I 
will be with thee." The gloom passed from 
his brow, and again the wounded hand seized 
the rudder. 

"Fear not !" he whispered to his companion; 

" the mighty King who delivered me from the 

path of the destroyer, will not fail me when I 
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make for the harbour of Eefuge. Though I 

am weak and wounded, yet I am strong, for I 

rest on the arm that never fails ; and though 

I cannot see the letter of the King, I feel the 

seal, and know it is all right; He has written 

therein, 'I will never leave thee, never, never 

forsake thee.' The compass points clearly — it 

is the right way — He will lead us by the right 

way. And every wave, rough as it is, bears us 

nearer to our abiding-place, nearer to Him. 

"Trust with his earnest eyes met my sight 

beneath the meteor gleam, and thrice has the 

finger of Promise pointed to the King's seal: 

oh ! who would not stem the dark waters with 

such a loving monarch's convoy?" 

It was midnight ; all seemed lost, when a pale 

light dawned on the horizon. Felix thought it 

was a herald of the morning; but no morning 

light upon earth's distant hills was ever yet so 

fair. The luminous line became more distinct, 

and^then a shore, in the radiance of noon-tide 

splendour, seemed to open to his view; beyond 

the wild sea spread a waveless river, whose 

glassy surface reflected the light above ; neither 

sunlight in its fervid beauty, nor starlight with 
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"'When thou passest through the waters, 1 will 
he with thee.' Watch thou for others." 

Slowly and powerfully the boat was im- 
pelled backward, and as the fair coast receded 
from his view, he looked on that shore he 
must leave for awhile behind him, then on his 
shattered bark.... the old mariner was no longer 
there; he then had surely landed. The dawn 
broke on Felix on the broad ocean, and the last 
glimpse of the shining shore had passed from his 
sight; but through the varied sounds of the 
storm, now sinking to rest, the voice of Promise 
audibly repeated, "I will never leave thee, never, 
never forsake thee!" 

While the little vessel, guided and guarded on 
its lonely way, had passed amid the dangers of 
the deep, a mighty ship had foundered in 
flames, and some few of her crew had escaped in 
a boat, or on planks; and now these poor men, 
exhausted by hunger, and thirst, and toil, 
struggled for life, as they lay like a log on the 
waters, tossed and carried by the tide back- 
wards to the treacherous coast where they had 
narrowly escaped destruction. 

The voice of the young Watchman with his 
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coast, poiDting ever to the Harbour of Refuge, 

lives the young Watchman, with lamp burning, 

waiting and watching, with loins girded, winning 

the wanderer to turn from the sandy desert 

with its concealed destruction, to the sure 

foundation that cannot fail, — telling of the 

costly Ransom paid, and the gracious Deliverer 

of the captive, ready to save; and if his eye 

rests sometimes wistfully on the horizon, it is 

not for the song of his sweet minstrel, or for a 

sight of his wilderness Rose, but for a nearer 

view of Him "whom, not having seen, he loves; 

even the King in His beauty;" and often as he 

goes forth to watch, he repeats — "*He will come. 

He will not tarry,* and 'where He is, I shall 

be also.' He has said it; He is faithful that 

promised. I will wait for Him. I will watch 

for Him in my Cottage on the Rock." 
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